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POPULAR VERSE 



LIFE'S DAY. 

In babyhood days, 

' The light of day is beginning to glow, 
The infant lies slumbering in its cradle. 
Softly watched o'er by its nH>ther 
That no harm shall touch her darling babe. 

In childhood days. • 

Soon this babe if it has fared well, 

Will be romping o'er the floors. 

Scattering playthings, everywhere areimd, 

Or breaking them with a well directed blow. 

In schoolhood days. 

The jolly youngster sallies forth to school. 

With its books under its arm. 

There to be guided by the teacher 

From mischievous pranks and taught its lessons. 

In youthful days. 

Happy, careless and free all the day, 

Dreams of love always so near. 

The work of tomorrow never hangs heavy, 

When youth holds sway with its wonderful play. 

In courtship days. 

Loving hearts are speeding on their way. 

To entwine themselves as one, 

While the days and weeks speed quickly by. 

For cupid forgets that time is precious indeed. 

In newljrwed days. 

The happy home life of just two. 

All else in the world forgotten, 

For the love of two hearts hold sway. 

O'er the home though humble it may be. 

In parenthood days. 

With romping youngsters plajring about. 

Father off at work all day. 

To provide for his family at home, 

Happy at night when he returns to them. 

In old age days. 

Grandpa and grandma alone once mere. 

Their children married and gone. 

With unshaken love, talk over the past years. 

As life's day is drawing near to its close. 

In remembered days. 
The sodded mounds we all may view, 
With tombstones placed close by 
That tell of those gone on before. 
As life's day for them has closed forever. 

— CoZvm Perry Crawford. 
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THE AMERICAN PATRIOT'S fRAYER. 

Jehovah» by Thy spirit guid<t, 
Sustain and keep us in the richt. ' 
In righteousness may we abide, 
Upheld by Thine eternal might. 
Preserve to us our liberty ' 
From all attacks of ruthless foes; 
Help us our nation's unity > 
To every force of wrong oppose. 

Great God of battles, .Thou hast stood 

By every patriot's side who fought 

For righteous principles of good, 

And turned the power of wrong to naught 

That Thine own chosen people mighty 

Secure in Thy protection, claim 

Eternal privilege and right 

To bow in homage to Thy name. * 

Almighty God of justice. Thou 

Who sees the falling sparrow die, 

Help us Thy people to avow ' 

Anew our faith that from on high 

Eternal judgment comes to seal 

The verdict of Omnipotence 

Against the evil hands which deal 

Outrageous death to Innocents. 

Oh, Thou great God of Liberty, 
Our people's loyalty enhance, 
When we in sloth contentedly 
Remain in quiet sleep or trance 
While right and Freedom are subdued 
By ruthless arrogance of arms. 
And kings with conquest-lust imbued 
Are spreading far, red war's alarms. 

God of equality, inspire 

Thy people with supreme intent 

That their inherent rights require 

Allegiance to that sentiment 

That guarantees to one and all. 

The fullest exercise and scope 

Of their just rights. Then may we call 

Upon Thy mercy; filled with hope. 

Lord, God Almighty, we invoke 
Thy blessing on our country's weal. 
Grant that no power but Thine revoke 
One princple or high ideal 
For which our flag in glory waves 
From fortress-tower or ship's tall mast; 
And floats in honor over graves 
Of hero patriots of our past. 

— ChoM. A. Steveru, 
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"VIOLETS" 

I saw some violets yesterday, 

And they made me think of you; 
I thought at first I'd gather some ' 

And send you just a few. 
But when I looked at them again. 

Nodding their innoeent heads, 
They seemed almost to speak, and say 

'Tlease let us sleep in our little green bed.^ 

< ' , . . ...... . . 

Here, we will scatter our fragrance, 

And bloom for you day after day — ^ • ' 
And speak to vou, from the leaves wet with dew, 

If only, you'll let us stay. 
We're happy here in our downy bed, 

And we keep our beauty rare, 
But when we're plucked, from dear '^mother eaith,** 

We droop our heads in despair — 

We know our time has come to die, 

And be cast out into the streets. 
There, to be crushed and tramped upon 

By many heedless feet. 
Sometimes, we're treasured it is true. 

And kept for many years; 
And though we're faded, we feel the warmth 

Of ^'Someone's" bitter tears. 



— L. O, Fabarea. 



♦ ♦ ♦ 



A ROSE. 

A Rose that grows in palace yards 
In grand array surrounded by guards 
Where youths and maids trip lightly around. 
Where gold and glitter and splendor abound, 
When the lovers pass thee by. 
Can it be you hear them sigh. 

A Rose that blows by the lonely walk, 

Waving to and fro on its slender stalk 

When out stretched a slender hand. 

Plucked the blossom fair and wandered toward the strand. 

In a humble cottage it will find a place. 

There to cheer and brghten a pale lonely face. 

A Rose that blooms in a vase near by. 
Rich glowing — ^will languish, fade and die. 
Deep down in its heart all will not depart 
For I trace by its grace a soul divine 
Which sends a fragrance of sweetest breath sublime 
O Rose of loveliness, my Knight, 
I claim thee mine. 

— M, M, Marrigon. 



It POPULAR VERSE. \ . 

BACK TO EARTH. 

To tell the world of their worth. 
There should be a wreath woven 
Like thine, or laid in the earth 
With hearts of truth were proven. 

Will tears the cold turf steep, 
And long, where thou art lying 
FiM)m eyed unused to weep? 
, But fell when you were dying. 

None name you but to praise you, 
No one knows you but to love you; 
Oh! Dear love of a day that has past 
To the realms of peace above us. 

Oh, tell us not that you are weary, 

And long for earthly things again! 

But lay in peace where you are 

And mingle with clay from which molded. 

— Mr». C, A. Sn9n00r. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

WOULDN'T LEAVE ME ALONE. 

Her spirit is a spirit of love untold. 
She follows me around and around the world, 
She guides my feet o'er the darkest zone. 
Dear little spirit, won't leave me alone. 

It doesn't matter where I hide. 
She is very certain to appear at my side, 
And calls to me in the most gentle of tones. 
Dear little spirit, won't leave me alone. 

If I'm having an old time chat with the boys. 
Of good old days and college joys, 
I start to speak of the memories I own. 
But there's the little spirit, who won't leave me 
alone. 

If I'm sitting at my desk in business hours, 
She captures my thoughts till, by the powers. 
The fellows call me a regular drone — 
They don't see the little spirit who won't leave me 
alone. 

When I'm smoking alone in my bachelor's den. 
And dreaming my old dreams over again, 
I hear a sigh so gentle it could belong to none. 
But the little spirit, who won't leave me alone. 

I shall follow the spirit back to* its home. 

And claim its owner as my very own. 

The dear little spirit wouldn't leave me alone. 

— By Vema A. Hatch, 



POPULAR VERSE. 18 

l^mNGTIME. 

Give me the joyous •pringtime, 

With woods all fresh and grreen, s . 

With birds up in the branches, 

The sun's soft golden gleam, ■: „• , ^, . 

Flowers peepin' through the grasses, >^ > ^ 

Along the rippling stream. 
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The soft warm days- of springrtime^ 

When perfume fills the air, 

With apple blossoms blowing. 

And lillies pure and fair, 

The echo of the distant bell. 

Upon l^e evening air. ^^ r 

The arbutus blossoms on the hill. 
May flowers in the hollow, - 

The rippling of the little brook, ^ 

The chirping of the sparrow, ^ 

Budding bushes everywhere, 

A promise of the morrow. 

'■'■•' 

\t ■ 

The golden days of springtime. 

The days of sun and flower, ^ 

A world of life and blossom. 

An Eden fairy bower, 

In the fj^olden da'^'^s of sprinprtime. 

Improve each shining hour. 

Oh could each life be like the spring. 

All free from sin and trouble, 

Each thought be like the lilies pure. 

And not an empty bubble. 

Each day be' filled with noble deeds. 

Then spring would last forever. 

— Maud Boss. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

KEEP SMILING. 

When all the world seems dreary. 

And no one seems to care, 
When your thoughts are sad and wear.V; 

Good deeds seem not to bear. 

Do not give up, keep smiling, 

Forget about your plight. 
Remember God is with you, 

He knows all will be right. 

He will not see you suffer 

He'll keep you dav and night, 
If vou but trust His mercy ' 

He'll bring to you the light. 

: By Mark Ashbaugk, 
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^ , fUST qOMMON FOLKS. 

''Come in." se Mid. "Lay off your l^nge 

Anii'^be oxio of «• today. 
We're just common folks at wo like to bo, 

And wo hope yo« will like «i aad atay. 

''Tea, the houM is large and roomy aad Bieo» 
And wo lore to hare it ao, 
'That all the oommon.folka may eomo 
And be in no hurry to go. 

^Tea, the windowa are ahinoy and dean, 
And we have a aoft rufit on the floor. 

A comfortable chair you may always find 
Ever ready inside our door. 

"We've a table, too, that is tastily spread 

With things that are right to eat. 
The silver and china and linen, you know. 

Is to make everything look neat . 

You may be at your ease if you're common f olks^ 

And talk about news of the day. 
Or discuss the serious problems 

That confront you every day. 

"There's no call for being rigid 

Among us common folks, 
No reason to hide your laughter 

'Neath any sort of a cloalc 

"So come right in and be joyful, 
We hope you will like us and stay, 

And be like us, just common folks. 
For ever and ever and aye." 

— E. Mabel Thoma: 

♦♦♦ 

TO MY "KILTIE" AT THE FRONT. 

Laddie, when mither thinks of thee away. 

And far from other friends of thine as well 

Her yearning for thee, far too deep to tell 

Thee just in words, grows stronger with each day. 

It will grow stronger still, dear, come what may. 

If she might be with thee, just to spell 

Away the tedious hours, whate'er befell 

Might then seem less, if shared in love alway. 

And yet it seems we still must be apart 

A little while in body — ^till Peace come! 

Till then, may mither's love some streng^th impart 

To her own lad, and tell to him the sum 

Of all her prayers — ^"God bring him back safe — Home 

To the haven of his mither's heart." 

By R, N, Swndherg. 
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\*' '.\ '. ^ ^ , '. < \'^ >^ ' 
Life hma a burden for erery shoulder; 

None do eacepe from ite tromblee Mid esree, 
Miss it in/ypo^b And^i^ioomee when you're older, 

And it fit! you ae elose as the garment! you wear. 

Sorrow eomiia into ^iitar life uninrited, 

Robbing your. hjEiarf bfltH' treasure of song; 
Friends grow'iiola 'a^d tour friendship is blightedy 



But ne^ hare courage and struggle along. 

Erery-day toil is\an>Very-day blessing; 

Though poverty's ^tta^ e you may hare to shares 
Weak is tne back bn" whibh burdens ' are pressing, 

But rich is the hear^ that caii all of them bear. 

Sonie day or hour your patli may grow brighter, 
Just when you i;nourn7-whcn there's none to befriend; 

Hope in the heart tnakes your strife seem the lighter, 
fi ybii'have courage to strire to the end. 

Then struggle on and youll gain the bright tomorrow; 

Your hands may be weak, yet they grow strong, 
Your trail on ^rtn may be filled with sorrow, 

But your spirit of Life will sing Eternity's song. 

—WUliam F, V.Petriek. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

"WOODkOW WILSON." 

Our country has had two wonderful men, 

Abe Lincoln and George Washington, 

And at present another 

With love for all others. 

Our president, Woodrow Wilson. 

In silence and sorrow he suffered alone, 

This loyal and peace loving man. 

May our honor be saved, 

By this scholar so brave, 

And make all other nations atone. 

For the cruelties practiced on innocent babes. 

And mothers whose hearts are torn 

By the anguish of bloodshed 

And war's ruthless wage 

That sends their loved ones to untimely grraves. 

God bless you and help you, 

Great head of our nation, 

May every one else prove true blue 

To you and old glory, 

Who well know the story. 

We pledge our allegiance anew. 

— lAdie WilliMHi. 
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"MOONLIGHT BAY.'' 

Above the stwfrft are shining bright; 

They pierce the dark blue sky. 
Those heavenly beacons of light 

Shine as bright as the human eye. 

The Milky Way spreads its band, 
And binds the east to the west; 

While the full-faced moon sails slowly along 
Looking down on the world at rest. 

I stand on a cliff, what a beautiful sight 

Greets my tired eyes! 
Glorious Nature surrounds me 

And heavenly visions before me rise. 
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I clasp my hands upon my breast - ' 

And gaze up into the unknown depths. ^ 

Would to God that every soul 
Could know the thoughts that within me roll! 

. V 

Far below me the glittering waves 
Make soft melody in the silence of nijzrht; 

Their gentle lap seems to break the calm; 
But all is peace, sweet peace, in golden light. 

As I stand there in sUence - 

Drinking in beauty with each deep breath 

My roving thoughts drifted back to the Past, 
And a sweet scene before me crept. 

Par, far away among the hills 

A quaint little village is nestled; 
It seems alone and unknown to the world 

But round, and in it, my thoughts are settled. 

'Tis the dearest spot on earth to me, 

For there dwells the one that I love best. 

0, could he but now stand by my side, 
And by the Lord of Nature be blessed! 

But lo! in the midst of my deep meditation. 

Soft sweet notes of mtisic I hear; 
They come from over the silent blue water, 

And I know that some human being is near. 

Then I see a canoe glide out from the shore; 

The even stroke of a paddle now breaks the calm. 
While those two sweet voices seem to reach me. 

Soft as a soothing balm. 

Straight across the head of the bay they make their way, 
And now they are nearing the opposite shore; 

Into a harbor of moonlight shade they slip, 
And their voices aVe heard no more. 
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Affain my thoughts are left to roam 
As free as the foam on the ocean's breast, 

Nor did they cease their wandering flights 
Till the moon had gone down in the west 

— L Luey M, Morrmon. 
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TITANIC. 

On the huge, the grand Titanic, 

That o'er the waves did roll 

More than two thousand souls were resting^ 

Some to see daylight no more. 

The operator had been warned 
Of the berg that lay in his path, 
But alas! Says he, "I'm busy," 
We do not care for that." 

Then later, he caught the message, 
And saw it was not a myth. 
Then thought he: We are in danger: 
And off flew a message to Capt. Smith. 

But on the vessel rapidly sped. 
Till suddenly there came a crash. 
Which awakened the sleeping passengers 
Who out to the decks made a dash. 

But calm men met them and said, 

"We're in no danger, be at ease." 

Little dreaming of the doom that awaited them 

And of the lives that soon would cease. 

But soon, all realized their doom 

And a rush for safety ensued — 

But the officers shouted, "Women and children first,** 

Men — "You cannot be so rude." 

One by one lifeboats were filled, 

And lowered to meet their fate, 

As they sped away from the sinking Tessel, 

Ere it might be too late. 

Lifeboats were scarce — ^and the fated ship 
As she sank to a watery grave, 
Carried with her precious burdens, 
Beyond all human power to save. 

As she slowly sank beneath the sea. 
The band played "Nearer my God to Thee." 
Nearer, still nearer. Oh God, didst Thou save 
The poor human souls that sank to their grave? 

—Oetavia Lowr^if. 
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GOD SAVE AMERICA. 

Oh, America, I love you, 
The home of the brave and free. 

Oh, yes, my dear America, 
I will write a poem of thee. 

My heart is filled with sorrow 
When I think of our country in war; 

But I know it's Jife and liberty ^ 

That America is fighting for. 

For our nation was founded 
By Washington and Lincoln you see, 

And they were willing to trust in God 
And die in the cause of liberty. 

We all know America 

Has trusted in our God 
To lead us in the paths that 

Lincoln and Washington trod. 

For a nation that loves and trusts in God 
Has a foundation firm and sure. 

One that through all wars and strife 
Forever must endure. 

So when I think world-wide wars 
And wonder what their end will be. 

With strong faith I always say: 
God save America. 

— By Lora C, Whiteamh, 

♦ ♦ ♦ 



LOST! A CHANCE. 

By means of Fate, the world reveals 

Before you unframed things; 
Some lay untouched and pass away 

Until another gold age brings 
The man to work, to take your place, 

To pick it up at a glance; 
And set it out in the world about 

For the world needs men of chance. 

The world had lost a hope divine 

Because of a failure to see 
The gripping: moment when chance was near. 

When hope was to be free; 
The world had lost a present cause 

For another age or two, 
Because a man had lost a chance, 

A discovery to be true! 

— By George Elmer Fisher, Jr. 
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LIFE'S BATTLE GROUND. 

We are on life's battle ground, 
Fighting for liberty's great stand. 
Unfold your best, show your brand! 
While you watch, while you wait 
This chance may pass your gate 
While others take their place 
And you sit down to wait — 
Go! show uie wisdom of your race; 
Even this shall pass away . 

The currents rise, the currents fall, 

So does opportunity's call; 

This our last, our most, our all. 

Shall we sit and wait our call? 

Be it ever so large or small, 4- 

We with life's strand so short? 

Could we wait for things so great "^ 

And listen to our fate, ^ 

Even this has passed away. 

If the chance is all life holds great 

Listen then to opportuunity's rate 

It will speed by you fast /' 

And often laugh in your face 

When it goes some other's way. 

What then, can we have to say 

When we are left in the fray 

To ourself, by ourself, to pray; 

Even this has passed away. 

By Georgia PkUlip$m 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

NOVEMBER CHEER. 

Adown through the ages, poor, poor month, 
'Tis said thou art bleakest of all the year; 
But we know that bleakness is in the heart, 
The heart that does not know good cheer. 

We know the rain may drip and drip, 
And few sunny days be here. 
But if there's sunshine in the heart, 
There's something whispers cheer, cheer. 

But November month, poor month, 
We may turn the scale this year, 
And make thy days more bright than all. 
If to the needy we bring good cheer. 

So to those bowed down in sorrow, 
To those who are burdened here. 
From out our hearts of love we say. 
Peace be to thee, and cheer, good cheer. 

— 5y Mrs. H. W. ScoveU. 
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MEMORIES OF CHILDHOOD DAYS. 

The light of the dear old homestead stirs. 
Within me memories of the happy past, 
Brings back scenes of my happy childhood. 
Oh, would that they could last. 

Each link is there in my chain of memory. 
And the hallowed peaceful bliss. 
Clings around me fond as ever, 
Ah! how my heart doth welcome it. 

My playmates, some have gone to rest. 
In- their eternal home, 
While some have wandered, far away. 
And I am back alone. 

Alone! Ah, yes, yet not alone. 
For I feel my Savior's watchful care, 
With the God of the orphan ever near, 
I have no need to fear. 

rhere stands the same old stately oak. 
With its many wavering branches, 
That has kept time and almost spoke 
To us in our childish dances. 

Its sheltering bowers so oft have lent. 

To us their grand protection. 

Many, many happy hours we've spent tker«. 

To my recollection. • 

But as I turn and see the place. 
Where used to sit my Mother's chair. 
My eyes grow dim, my heart grows sad,' 
^or no dear form is there. 

No hand extends to clasp my own. 

And rest in blessings on my head. 

No loved voice to call my name. 

For that tongue is stilled — My Mother's dMul. 

Sainted Mother, can you see me now. 
The child, you loved in life so well. 
As I kneel once more beside the place. 
You taught my evening prayer to spell? 

I feel thy presence, Mother dear. 
As though my hands were clasped in thine. 
In memory see thy dear, sweet face. 
As* thy eyes looked into mine. 

I can hear thy low, soft, tender voice, 
In accents pure and mild 
Again the words so often said 
God, bless and keep my child. 
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Long years havi paiscd tinee then, my Mother, 
I^ng years well wrought with pain, 
Bnt God, the Father, watches o^er me, 
And lus blessings o'er sorrow gain. 

Farewell to scenes of my happy childhood , 
Farewell to the dear happy past. 
The dream is o'er, the awakening brings. 
Life's tnie realities — at last. 

-^EUa Clayton PoMchaL 
♦ ♦♦ 

A BERRY SELLER. 

One day as I sat by the window 

A-thinking of days of yore, 
I heard a tap, a tiny tap 

At my open kitchen door. 
My children had just gone to sleep 

So I knew it could not be them; 
I thought I'd take just a little peep. 

For miaybe 'twas only tjie wind. 

There stood the loreliest child — 

She could not have been over four. 
Her eyBs were so tender and mild — 

Her hand rested upon the door. 
"Good morning," my darling, I said, 

"Do you think I can help you to-day?" 
She tossed back a curl from her heaa 

Then I heard her faintly say. 

"Would you like some berries, ma'am? 

They are fresh as morning dew. 
I picked them with my own hands 

And I think youll like them, too." 
I asked "What's your name, little girl?" 
" 'T is Bessie," she said, "Bessie May, 
My papa has gone to the war, 

But mama don't know the way." 

"Could you tell me the way to go? 

Or is it very far? • 
For mama site home and sews 

All the time from mom till dark." 
"Oh what shall I answer this babe? 

She's so innocent, standing there. 
For her father has gone to save 

His freedom and country fair." 

"How much are your berries, my dear?" 

I said as I kissed her cheek. 
"Twelve cents a quart," says she, 

"And I think you'll find them cheap." 
"Go home then my dear," I thought, 

"Pick some more berries for me — " 
For I took all the berries she brought 

And I was as happy as she. 

— By Lucy Goodenough, 
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RESIGNATION. 



At last I've reached the point where I can say, 
''I'm satisfied with life— let come what may." 
I've faith enough, I know, to trust God's hand 
Will hold me up when I'm too weak to stand. 

They're few who know the only goal I crave 
Is one that's reached by souls both pure and brave. 
I make mistakes I know, but God forgives 
Each one who asks, and also for Him uves. 

So help me, Lord, and keep me ever near, 
That I may shun all sins I ought to fear. 
Teach me to love my enemies who dare 
To change my greatest joys to deep despair. 

Ill ask no more the meaning of it all, 
If I but rise the highest from each fall. 
I want to live the life that's noft in vain. 
And there is none without the chastening pain. 

Temptations come to all, for they're the tools 
The tempter uses when he looks for fools. 
If I resist, I am not in his class. 
Be Thou, O Lord, with me, that I may pass. 

£eep me so close to Thee that I can soar 
And feel the touch that soothed the pains He bore. 
Without Thee I am weak, so hear my prayer — 
I have resigned to Thee my every care. 

Give me the strength to labor faithfully 
So that my life may full and rounded be; 
And when my name is known on Earth no more, 
May I be safe upon the Heavenly Shore. 

How sweet is sorrow governed by His Love! 
Now that I know that there is One above 
Who has the power to make all doubts retreat 
My humble resignation is complete. 
[ --^RoM AT. Sor^nMn. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

TO MY FRIEND. 

'Tis just a fragment of a vesper prayer 

Chanted by white robed choirs when shadows lengthen — 

"The touch of life on life that purifies and strengthens — ** 

And yet for thee and me 'tis something far more rare. 

For us it means — a certain lone pine tree. 

Night out on Prospect with the wind and stars. 

The lower lake — ^those few times that were ours 

When first I cared and hoped you cared for me. 

I Icnow not why«this happiness is mine 

But earth somehow seems nearer to God's smile 

And all is well, since for a little while — 

For one brief spring, my life came close to thine. 

— Mary E. Hunter. 
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BUTTERFLIES. 

Bright ffolden wingrs, chameleon colored wings, 
Adorned with huee of flower, field and wood, 
White, yellow, crimson, pink rermillion, brown; 
Illumined with the tints of sky and sea. 
Blue, purple, gray, and shades of greenish tinge. 
Whither so joyously? whither away? 

Dear childhood days, gay unencumbered days; 

As buoyant as the lambent butterfly, 

Which oft young rerelers roused from nestling flower. 

As full of glee as is the summer air, 

In which the sunlight colors flit and sail, 

Whither so rapidly? whither away? 

Sweet youthful dreams, uncurbed, fantastic dreams. 
As fervent as the gaudy wings are bright. 
Which lure the dreamer oyer moor and mead, 
Utopian as the gauzy wings are frail. 
Which oft the oriole crushes in its beak. 
Whither so lingeringly? whither away? 

Fond youthful hopes, ethereal, ardent hopes. 
Inspiring as the perfume-bearing breeze. 
Which wafts these fairies o'er the flowery fleld; 
Alluring as the rose to honejr bees, 
Which aim for it, avoiding brier and weed. 
Whither so tristfully? whither away? 

Bright golden wingB, chameleon colored wings, 
Like childhood days, gay, unencumbered, free. 
Could we feel less the weight of woe-filled years. 
And keep akindled life's exuberant fiane. 
For from time's bourne a voice sounds forth amsA: 
"Whither so solemnly? whither away?" 

— Edward Gru9$» 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

A SONNET. 

If you have ever for one moment guessed 
How dear the green oasis is to him 
Who travels weary miles o'er deserts grim. 

And welcomes waving palms and longed-for rest. 

And for a brief noon-hour feels he's blessed 
With water pure and cooling shadows dim. 
And sees, with half-closed eyes, the hot sand's rim. 

Yet feels the f resh'ning breeze on brow and breast — 

Then must you know, beloved, just how dear 
Your presence is to. me, and how it seems 
When you are with me and I'm not alone 
Upon the dreary sands of part® unknown, 
Or if not ivitk me, then in thought as near 
As some mirage that beckons me in dreams. 

— By Helen Felicia PenningUm* 
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DOWN SOUTH PO' ME. 

To be r down south wid dose prettjr- girls, 
Dose what hab dem fluffy curls. 
To take 'em out to a picture show, 
To take 'em dancin' — ^me der beau. 
Dst am de life fo' me. 

To take dose girls hoss-ridin' aroun', 
Ober here, ober dere, an' all ober town. 
To feed 'em candy, cake, an' ice creamy 
To treat 'em jus' like I. would in a dream. 
Dat am de lif e fo' me. 

To take 'em out in a big mobile 
To ride aroun' wid me at de wheel 
To ^b dem stuck up folks a show 
An' impress on deir Drains how fast we could go. 
Dat am de life fo' me. 

To tear up de Toads wid dat big auto car 

To go right pas^ like a shpotin' star. 

To leeb behin' us a trail ob dus'. 

Dat would make de preacher's granmudder cuss. 

Dat am de life fo'me. 

. . ■' • . « • • 

To take 'em but stroUin' in de ebenin' dew. 
To tell 'em "I'd be lonesome if it wasn't fer yoxi," 
Den to say goodbye an' ask 'em fo' a kiss, 
An' hab 'em tellyou dat's what dey couldn't miss. 
Dat am de life fo' me. 

ChcLB. Itu$ly, 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

OUR SOLDIER BOYS, FAREWELL. 

The nearer and nearer it cometh 
The sadder and sadder it seems 
For a loved one now is going 
To place unknown — ^unseen. 
Perhaps for months, perhaps for years, 
To be a soldier brave. 

Leaving behind him his loved ones. 
Silent, grief-stricken, in tears, 
' With a heart that's bursting 
And breaking with thoughts 
Of a loved one so dear, 
That's going, perhaps, for years. 

The good-byes at last have been spoken ^ 

With iieart o'erflowing with pain. 

He's turning his face from his loved ones 

Perhaps never to meet again. 

But in God we are trust that he will 

Take care of the red, white and blue. 
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For otur lored on« now is eoing 

Wh«re daty and honor calls. 

Protecting his horns and loved ones 

In a life of strife midst Stars and Stripes 

Where the bugle calls. 

Our soldier TOy! 

Onr loved one now is gone 

With a heart full of anguish and pain. 

Ma:^be for months, maybe for years, 

Giving up love, life and liberty 

And all he holds most dear . 

To be a soldier boy. 

A mother now sits in silence and tears, 

Thinldng of one maybe gone for years. 

Looking to God to watch and' protect 

The life through strife 

Of one she loves so dear. 

Her own dear soldier boy! 

Bif tCdU Slaughter* 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

THE SOLDIER BOYS. 

I was thinking of the soldiers, and the battle ground in 

France, 
Of the sacrificing sweethearts, and their Jialf -blown young 

romance. 
Of the children, wives and mothers, who must oh! such 

burdens bear : 
But they hear their country calling, and each one must do 

her share. 

. < 

Then I thought of all the warriors, of the lads behind the 

guns, 
Of their bravery and their courage, proud to be their 

nation's sons. 
How their heart blood beat within them, when they heard 

the battle cry; 
How they rushed into the fighting, willing there, to vrin or 

die. 

O'er the wires there came a message, 'twas to call our boys 

to go. 
We must fight to keep our honor, we must grapple with 

the foe. 
And we know they'll answer gladly — they're enlisting 

every day. 
For no land has boys more loyal than the dear old U. S. A. 

Then here's to the boys who will fight, 
Who will do what they can with their might. 
When they hear their country's call 
Quick to answer, one and all, 
And will lay down their lives for the right. 

— By LueiU Johnson. 
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MY HOME ABOVE. 

I am going to my home 

In heaven above, 
Where there is never a cry or mogn. 

Where there is nothing but peace and l6ve. 

Where there is nothing but peace and love 
In that beautiful home of ours ; . 

Where everything is calm like a dove 
And is lined with gold and flowers. 

That is where I am bound-— 

To my home in the sky. . 
To leave this sinful ground 

When God calls me to die* 

For if I miss there 

111 go far down below, s * . 

Where there's nothing but fire 

And there's no snow. 

It is an awful place, 

I am telling you on the level; 
You will sink deep in disgrace 

If you listen to the devil. 

We will never see Christ 

If we listen to him; 
For he can plead so nice 

Until we will follow him. 

So we must put him out 

And tell him to go his way. 
He will get mad and go to pout 

And come fresh another day. 

He will fool you in every way 

And tell you he is right; 
But stick to God every day 

With all your love and might. 



:<»• 



For the angels up there 

With Christ as their playmate, 

Seem so lovely and fair, 
And the devil they do hate. 

So we must all pull together 
If we wish to reach there; 

Like all birds of a feather. 

For that land so bright and fair. 

For I am going home above 

Some day to stay; 
And there God always to love 

And go happy on my way. 



i 
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Let UB all make it our home 

And live in peace and loye; . 
And never no more want ta roam 

From our home in heaven above. 

For when we reach God's side 

There ever more to stay. 
He will for ue provide 

Through all and every day. 

For God hie own plane laid 

For us in that heavenly place; 
So we could live there unafraid 

In peace and redeeming grace. ' 

So when God calls you home 

And it comes your time to die, 
Go on to your heavenly home* 

And tell this sinful world good-bye. 

— By Claude L, AltmoftL 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

UNFORGOTTEN. 

Over the fields where the high hills tower, 

Where once in my wanderings I found a gay flower. 

I turn my footsteps away 
To where bioometh the flower I found in my wanderings, 

A flower fair, fragrant and gay. 

To go over the past with its mountains of sorrow, 
Oft from to-day a moment I borrow, 
And hold a communion with God, 
To thank Him and his praise for friends who were near 
me. 
When over the mountains I trod. 

—By M. E, Riser. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

HONESTY. 

When the last song is sung and the last tear is shed. 
And the last flower is placed to make fragrant my bed. 
Go, for|:et that I lived and forget that I'm dead; 
But write this inscription on the stone at my head: 

''Here lies the dust of an unhappy soul, 
Who lived his short life with no thought of the toll. 
His request to his friends, that they fill up the bowl. 
And pledge, 'peace to his ashes and rest to his soul.'^' 

This lesson he learned on his last day on earth 

That no matter your birthplace, no matter your birth, 

It pays to be honest for honesty is worth 

Far more in God's Heaven than birthplace or birth. 

— C. A. Spray. 
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WHERE THE WEST BEGINS. 

1 

Wliere the west begrins, the sunny west, 

Are mountains hifrh and rugged, ravines deep and gn 
And cities proud with spires upon earth's breast. 

And where ruling supreme, sits Nature's Queea, 
Ever, with steady hand, the magic wand to sway 

And enthrone in the hearts of men 
The spirit of friendship on foul or sunny day; 

And which blended cannot be marred by author's pea. 
That's where the west begins, the sunny west 

Where the west begins, the golden west; 

Are fields teeminpr with the ripened grain; 
Beset witJi heavy pine or mountain crest. 

And which landscape charms and calms many a heart 
from pain. 
Where the clasp of the hand proves friendship true; 

And reveals words unspoken and trust to excel. 
Where the gentle breeze sways to and fro the grasses Um^ 

In harmony with its peaceful surroundings. 
That's where the west begins, the golden west 

Where the west begins, the sunny west, 

Brighter shines old Sol on hill and flowery dell; 
And takes to the wanderer peace and untroubled rest, 

Luring him on where no heart can tell 
Into the far recesses and trodden land of the true. 

And forsaken never by man or beast; 
He pushes onward with zeal and strength renewed 

And joins that innumerable band from the east. 
That's where the west begins, the sunny west. 

Where the west begins, the sunny west; 

Lighter beats the heart with boundless delight; 
And greets each new task as an honored guest. 

And knows not the weight of weariness and care 
But transforms into glorious day, the darkest night; 

Brings dreams of the past that joy is wont to wear. 
Broader is the smile and braver the deeds; 

Like a bright star twinkling in the sky above. 
That's where the west begrins, the sunny west. 

Where the west begins, the sunny west; 

Purer is the air and broader the view; 
Where the goal set conquers many a hard test. 

And strengthens the soul with lessons learned throvgiu 
Where the smile of heroic cheer floats heavenward 

Above the din of earthly tortures. 
Where happiness abounds and friends are truer. 

Where they are true to home, country and God. 
That's where the west begins, the sunny west. 

— By Genevive Ev€MM. 
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THE CALL OF CITY. 

The bright lights dazzle many a country lad, 

And that was the trouble with me; 
When one day I started on my journey sad, 

The wondrous world to see. . ^ 

I promised my sweetheart I'd return to her — 

And then sadly my last good-bye; 
And away in obedience to the lure 

Of huge prosperity. 

And now I am rich, I have money to waste 

On my pleasure and luxury; 
I have houses builded in elegant taste, 

And slaves in livery. 

My mansions are crowded with town parasites, 
Who do vow that they love me well; 

Methinks that such people resemble the sprites, 
Who rule the depth of Hejl. 

My picture and name can be seen o'er the world; 

Incomparable is my fame. 
The ragged urchin and the proud English earl, 

Do oftimes speak my name. 

For I am the American millionaire; 

Behold, the plutocrat. 
Who has stuffed his purse and crowned hia lair 

With treasures ill-begat! . 

Sometimes in rare moments of peace I have thought 

Of the joys of my younger life — 
Of the innocent pleasures not to be bought 

With vicious greed and strife. 

Ye gods, then I wish that it never had been, 

No more than a fantasy! 
And I was away from this city of sin, 
Dwelling in God's country. 

—By Robert D, Friahu. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

A CALL TO ARMS. 

Let us fight, fight, fight, boyi^, 
Let us strike with all our might, ooys. 
The whole world pleads for help, heed the cry. 

Now's the time to show our mettle, 

Now's the time all foes to settle. 
Though many of us suffer, many die. 

This is a struggle not for gain, 

A world-wide Liberty's our aim. 
To down forever all autocracy. 

Then let us buckle on the sword. 

And let us put our trust in God 
And win the victory for democracy. 

— By Mareetia PeM§. 
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THE TWO TEMPLES OR THE UNSEEN STONES. 



^Twas Solomon, the Peaceful One, 
Who built the temple made of stone, 

And gold, and cedar wood. 
For grandeur and for costliness 
The sacred writers all confess 

That Solomon's temple stood 
The first of all the structures vast 
That had been reared within the past, 

Or human eyes had viewed. 

The stones were from the quarry cut, 
Prepared and fitted, and then put 

So gently each in place. 
That neither sound of tool was heard. 
Nor yet so much as whispered word. 

Within the edifice. 
So noiselessly the stones were reared. 
As one vast growth it now api>eared, 

By some s^ange artifice. 

Then chambers built he round About 
The temple wall, and lined throughout 

With wood from Lebanon. 
An oracle he also made. 
And reverently the ark was laid 

The sacred place within. 
And when the temple finished stood, 
Inside 'twas gold and cedar wood. 

The stones were all unseen. 

But now, within this Gospel Age, 
We read upon the sacred page, 

God's Holy Spirit comes. 
For Christ, ere His departure said, 
"I'll send the Comforter instead 

To all my faithful ones." 
He will construct a temple grrand 
Not made of wood or stone or sand 

But built of living stones. 

From human nature's quarry vast. 
The stones are cut and forthwith cast. 

Into a perfect mould. 
For gently doth the Spirit move 
The human heart to serve and love 

Its maker and its God. 
So silently it works within, 
Begetting hatred fierce of sin. 

And love of all that's good. 

And surely is there built about 
A wall of faith, dispelling doubt 

And every fear within. 
Until, at last, there is attained 
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An holy building fitly framed 

And sanctified by Him. 
And in the finished work when done 
God views the beauty of His Son 

The stones are all unseen. 

--By M, E. Jordiam. 



♦ ♦ ♦ 



G. 0. P. 

Long years ago in the dead past, 

That "Grand Old Party" 
Was feeling gay, and growing fast — 

So hale and hearty. 
That "Teddy R" and ''William T" 
Thought that it would forever be 
Thru time and all eternity, 

A "Grand Old Party." 

But "Teddy R" and "William T" 

Made a big blunder, 
In thinking that it could not be 

Tom all asunder; 
For very soon as you all know, 
"T. R," dropped his "G. O. P." hoe- 
Then struck off in another row — 

And played the thunder. 

But since that time so far away, 

'Long 'bout creation, 
Changes have come, and now to-day. 

O'er this here nation 
We have the finest President 
Who ever to the White House went — 
The greatest man who e'er was sent 

In spite of "soup house" argument, 

And "bread Ime" chatter. 
In spite of cash by millions spent, 

Which went to smatter, 
Old "Charles E" couldn't hold the pace 
That "Woodrow" set in this last race 
To that most prized, exalted place. 

Won by the latter. 

These letters three, "G. 0. and P."— 

For "Grand Old Party"— 
Once meant those words to you and me. 

When it was hearty, 
But better days have come somehow. 
And most Republicans allow — 
Instead of "Grand Old Party" now— 

It's "GONE OLD PARTY." 

— By C, G. Cruikahamk. 
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THE PRAYER OF SPRING. 

Far to the West, where Sierra's snow-crowned peaks 

Loom up majestically from earth to sky 

Rising from forth a silent sea of pines, 

There stands a mountain higher than the re»t, 

A kingly spirit throned among the hills. 

Here often in the early days of June 

A maiden came each year to drink her fill 

Of nature's potent charms and soft caress. 

Alone, upon the topmost peak she stood, 

And raptured, gazed for gleaming leagues around 

On snowy summits sparkling in the sun. 

And nestled in their bosom silv'ry lakes, 

That rippling joyfully, lapped the silent shores. 

Long would she stand, till hope within her heart, 

Burst forth fro mdarkness where it long had lain; 

And in one earnest prayer of love rose up 

To the Divinity that shapes our ends. 

A year passed by, and in a distant city. 

The hope that blossomed on the mountain top, 

Grew great and stronger as the days sped by: 

A joy in sorrow ,and a spur to action. 

And in her heart she held it to be a mission, 

Designed for her by God, and it she cherished, 

And anxiously looked forward to the day 

When this her hope would then be realized. 

But lo! One day her country's peace was broken. 

And War in all its horrors gripped the land. 

Then was her heart sore troubled for the future, 

And in anxiety she breathed her prayer; 

"O Lord God of my Fathers, Thou most mighty 

Hearken, I beseech Thee, to my prayer. 

For the sake of Thy dear Son, our Lord and Saviour, 

Grant that my one hope may be f uUfilled. 

Out of the depths do I cry unto Thee, O Lord I" 



Summer came again, and on l^e mountain, - 

The maiden stood again and gazed afar. 

But oh! how different was the hope vouchsafed h6r. 

Than when a year before it leaped for joy. 

Anxiety, in all its strength and passion, 

Was tearing at the youthful heart within, 

And as she stood and raised her thoughts to Heaven, 

She cried aloud once more in supplication: 

The last she uttered there for many years: 

"Out of the depths have I cried unto Thee, oh Lord!" 

And Nature all resounded to her wail. 

And caverns echoed back the earnest prayer: 

"Out of the depths have I cried unto Thee, oh Lord!" 

The years went by, and in a distant country, 
Death long had spread its mantle over all, 
And 'neath the sod lay resting many heroes, 
Who dauntless^ fearless, faced their country's foe. 
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But see! upon that awful field of battle, 

As calmly gliding through the dark blue sky 

The midnight moon ascends, a woman tarries. 

And gently wearies of her work, nor pauses, 

But quickly passes on from group to group ; 

For in her heart there reigns quiet resignation, 

Tho' hope of fame no longer leaps within, 

But like a fire that once was kindled brightly. 

And slowly dies within a winter night, 

So hope in her went out, and Resignation 

Led her to cheer the sick and tend the dead. 

The prayer that once was uttered on the mountain. 

Had found no answer, and no more it echoed 

Within the heart, but only in its stead, 

The burning question rose to the Almighty: 

"Oh, God! why hast Thou never heard my prayer?" 

And Summer followed Winter, Winter, Summer, 

Until at length one day unto the West, 

A woman came again unto the mountain. 

And disappointed, wearied, and disheartened. 

She gazed again upon a field of snow 

Thick-heaped for gleaming leagues o'er peak and vale. 

But now she stood entranced, as if by magic. 

This landscape far surpassed that of the spring, 

'Twas cold and bare, but oh how beautiful; 

And the work which she had done, was it not greater 

Than that which she had dreamed of in the spring? 

And lo! the prayer, was it still left unanswered, 

Tho' Nature echoed it when she was gone. 

Who knows, but that the boon which she once asked for. 

Might now have worked unto her very doom; 

And that the thing which God in love refused her. 

He miiorht have sent her in the other one. 

And Nature from beneath her snowy covering, 

Wails back the unsolved question: "Ah, who knows," 

"Out of the depths do I cry unto Thee ,oh Lord." 

— By Isabelle Carman, 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

THE VALUE OF A DAY. 

Teach me, Lord, to know the value of a day. 
Some helpinjDT hand to lend, some kindly word to say. 
The little things, O Lord! that bigger folks might 

miss, 
I do not seek the full grown field, I ask only this. 
Teach me, Lord, to know that I am thine. 
That in thy love for me I learn the meaning of 

divine. 
The perfect way that Thou hath made so free; 
The glory of the Cross! and sad Gethsemane. 
Teach me, G Lord, to know that now is the day. 
That yesterday has passed along the way. 
Tomorrow may not find me here to give. 
As Thou, Lord, hath died, teach me to live. 

— By Lucile C. Oakes, 
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THE DRUNKARD. 

'Twas in Joe Hooker's barroom, 
As I strolled in through the door, 

I saw a fallen drunkard 
Lying on the floor. 

His clothes were torn to shreds, boys, 
His face was wan and white, 

His lips in death did quiver 
There in the evening light. 

He opened his eyes and murmured, 
"Just raise me a moment, lads. 

Till I tell you the sad, sad story 
How I turned out so bad. 

" *Twas down in old Virginia, 

When I was gay and young; 
Down on the old plantation, 

Where morning glories hung. 

"My heart was light with hope, lads, 

For I had not a care: 
My home was full of happiness. 

And the lovelight it was there. 

"My love was a fair young girl, lads, 
And my heart was full and free, 

For I thought of the happy, happy hour 
When she would marry me. 

"In the eventide we'd wander 

Amid the shady dells, 
And in the grassy meadows 

We'd gather sweet blue bells. 

"I kissed and loved her dearly 

Just as a lover can; 
But I found to my disappointment 

That she loved another man. 

"Oh! how I wept for my love, lads, 

For I loved her so dear. 
Oh! how anger o'ercame me 

When my mind became clear. 

"But after my anger had vanished, 

After all hope had flown; 
After regrets I'd banished 

And my heart had turned to stone. 

"Yes, after my eyes were wiped dry, lads, 

And I had time to think, 
I tried to drown my sorrows 

And agony in strong drink. 
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"And this is where it has dragged me, 

Here in the barroom to-night. 
Here in the depths of Hell, lads, 

Here in the evening light." 

He fell back limp and lifeless 

And we knew that he was dead; 
But our hearts were touched with pity 

From the words that he had said. 

We took him back to Virginia, 

And laid him in the lot 
By the side of his own true love. 

In a green and grassy spot. % 

And birds come in the summer 

And sing to him soft and slow, 
For they know he was a drunkard 

By very strong drink laid low. 

— By Nelson J» Crawford. 



♦ ♦ ♦ 



OUR FLAG. 



Oh, the red, white and blue! 

Long may it wave on high. 
Till every eye shall dance to see 

That banner in the sky. 

Beneath it rung the battle shout, 

And burst the cannon's roar, 
Till earth's cruel tyrants 

Shook to hear that battle cry once more. 

Oh, the red, white, and blue! 

With its stripes like the fire of the Southern 
rose, 
With its stripes as spotless as Northern snows, 

And the blue — the starry field of blue. 

All show the Americans were tried and true. 
That by their swords our freedom won, 

To make our land as bright, 
And as free as the sun. 

Oh, the red, white, and blue! 
It is the dread of our foes. 
It is planted on marshes, mountains, hills, and 

moors. 
It has beat the enemies that against us arose, 
Till kings and tyrants shake to see 
That dear flag — ^the flag of Liberty. 

— By Lizzie Cathran. 
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WHAT DOTH IT PROFIT -A MAN? 

In a gilded palace, with his head bowed low. 

An old man sits a-dreaming of his youth, long ago. 

He sees his boyhood comrades, like phantoms, passing 

there. 
And his gentle mother, with her early silvering hair. 
Where are they now these comrades? Each in a cherished 

home. 
The master of wealth and wisdom in a peopled world is 

most alone. 

At the dawn of early manhood, to gain a craved renown, 
He left the haunts of childhood to enter the busy town. 
Then there came a maiden of virtue, charm and grace. 
But resolutely from her, he turned his gladdened face. 
If she had traveled with him, on life's so transient wave, 
To lend a hand upon the hill, an immortal soul she'd save. 

But alone he journeyed onward and to be with laurels 

crowned, 
Passed the wounded and the bleeding, nor turned to 

staunch the wound. 
When the heads of wisdom bowed low before his shrine. 
To a wealth of earthly treasures, then turned that mighty 

mind. 
And ere the wheel of time had circled a single decade more 

The story of his riches filled a land from shore to shore. 

/ 

The struggle now was over, he walked the widening way. 
"I wiy live," he muttered, and lived as rich men may. 
The broad earth knew his cushioned wheel, his pilot knew 

the sea. 
Before a harlot's downy couch he bent a trembling knee. 
His festive board was circled round by friends from every 

clime. 
Who broke his bread and pledged his health and drank 

his priceless wine. 
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But now life's day is over, the candle sputters low. 
The master's voice is calling, Who dares to answer "No? 
He totters on the pathway, and hears the sounding knell, 
"With the treasures that I gave you, you have sent your 
soul to Hell." 

— By Mrs. Ellen Collins. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

THIS CRUEL WAR. 

The war cry has sounded; 

The bugle is calling, 

The best of our men now to face the foe; 

Fond hearts oppressed with anguish appealing 

O'er shadowed by a war cloud blackest of mourning. 

Without a sound or scarcely a warning. 

Praise to our conscript all glory adorning, 

Our flag floats on the breeze 
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For freedom's right o'er land and seas ; 

The sentries their lone vipril keep 

Millions o'er seas in loneliness weep. 

Wherever you go 

Be true to vour colors. 

The Red, White and Blue. 

The war cry has sounded; 

The bugle is calling 

The best of our men now to enter the fray. 

A trifling excuse the Kaiser's for war appalling 

The spies in our land in treachery wait 

To gladden the foe outside our gate. 

The nations at war their tyranny hate; 

All honor to the boys in buff and blue 

Our soldiers though of other climes they be, 

Being all of one purpose and mind 

To wipe the HohenzoUem curse from the land. 

Wherever you go 

Be true to vour colors, 

The Red, White and Blue. 

The war cry has sounded; 

The bugle is calling 

The best of our men to enlist in the fight; 

Germany gnreed for supremacy is appalling, 

The strife of nations is heart rending. 

Peace for all nations on us descending; 

The white dove of peace hope to be unending, 

Providential peace for all nations at war. 

The sound of the conflict is heard from afar. 

Peace will not be by might or power you'll find 

But by the brotherhood so true and so kind. 

Wherever you go 

Be true to vour colors, 

The Red, White and Blue. 

Mrs, F. M. Donahugh. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

TAKE IT FROM ME. 

If a Monte Cristo you should be, 

'Tis simple enough to get by; 
But saving's worth while — ^just take it from me — 

And the cheap guy is a wise guy. 

Nor it is folly to be wise. 

For knowledge is really what counts; 
And the guy who knows is sure to rise 

When the bonehead gets the bounce. 

Think not of life as a bed of roses: 
To-day we laugh, to-morrow we cry — 

When the guy who is staked us out forecloses — 
And remember the last thing we do is to die. 

Only the fool takes life as a joke, 

For the game called life will test your wit; 

The fellow with horse-sense never spoke 
Of life as a farce — you must do your bit. 

By Joe Mitchell Pitcher, 
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I MEMORIES. 

I am thinking tonierht of the days gone by, 

Of days that I knew would not last, 
And my thoughts wander back o*er the winding wa yi 

Through the years that have gone in the past. 
I am thinking to-night of the friends I have known* 

That have dropned one by one in the strife. 
As I sit here in silence I feel quite alone, 

When I think of the changes in life. 
But why should I sigh or feel lonely? 

The time's rolling onward so fast; 
When I'll be a memory only 

And fade with the years in the past. 
Let us pause, while we still have the ones that are 

dear, 
And with kindness their path strive to pave. 
And always remember, while still they are near 

That the path only leads to the grave. 
There's a chair in the corner that empty shall stand, 

There's a vacancv no one can fill. 
And I sigh for the touch of a vanished hand. 

And the sound of a voice that is still. 
The trees in the forest may perish, 

And flowers ma^'^ bloom, fade and die; 
But while life remains I will cherish 

Memories of the days gone by. 

— Bv Charles KelU. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

WE'RE GETTING THERE, BROTHER, CHEER UPT 

'Tis a hard old climb ! 'Tis a steep old hill ; 
And it takes a strong and determined will — 

We're getting there, brother, cheer up! 
For it seems at times we are doomed to defeat 
But this is the time to be strong and fleet, 
And prepare ourselves for another heat — 

For we're getting there, brother, cheer up! 

*Tis a rough old way we have to go. 
The evil powers are making it so. 

We're getting there, brother, cheer up! 
And those whom as brothers we wish to greet 
Are rolling big boulders beneath our feet, 

So this is the time to be wise and discreet. 

For we're getting there, brother, cheer up! 

No cause worth winning is won without fiehts, 
And the grander the cause the greater the heights. 

But we're getting there, brothers, cheer up! 
Some day near at hand we will reach the height. 
And as brothers of the world unite, 
And thus to the earth bring sweet delight 

For we're getting there, brothers, cheer up! 

— By Perry Oakl0g. 



POPULAR VERSE. -St 

THE SORROWS OF WAR. 

Th« world is wrapped in a mantle of gloom, 

Drenched, ah, drenched in human blood; 
Swords, bayonets and the cannon's roaring boom, 

Mandate by man — then the awful flood. 
Terrifically swift wiili horror it came, 

Their swords were drawn for honor and peace; 
And dyed a crimson for rank or for fame, 

Hark! there is pleading for war to cease. 

In battle fell fathers, husbands and brothers. 

Beneath burning fire of dreadful guns; 
Somewhere away are wives, sisters and mothers, 

Sadly weeping for their brave loved ones 
Who fought and died, died for peace and liberty, 

Written with the sword dipped in blood. 
Unsheathed by the millions for victory. 

To check this, this world wide crimson flood. 

Devastated lands with homes all torn and saddened. 

Where hope's bright star now in lurid skies; 
And hunger like a pack of wolves all maddened, 

Is sapping away — ah, human lives. 
The dear little birds are singing sorrow songs, 

The children, oh, where are they? 
They are swept along with the mangled throng. 

To wait, wait until the Judgment Day. 

— By Minnie V, E, Williams. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

A HASTY WEDDING. 

All hail, the early rising sun! 

Up, up an ardent lover sprang! 
Away he flew to his sweetheart true 
While brightly shone the morning dew, 

Like jewels in the grass. 
He found her waiting for him there 
And down the road no time to spare 

Their horses galloped fast. 

Up to the churchyard on the run 
And from their horses then they sprang 
And tied them to the old gate post 
With beating hearts and nervous haste 

And up the steps they flew. 
And down the aisle in grandest style 
The parson, waiting all the while, 

Met them — the lovers true. 

Another with a mighty frown 
In haste into the saddle sprang. 
And down the road he galloped fast 
A cloud of dust rose as he passed 

At a terrific rate. 
Up to the churchyard fast did ride — 
The angry father of the bride 

To find he was too late. 

— By AletJiHt, 
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THE PERFECT LOVE. 



What is it? 

It is this — 

I rode a twelve mile in a blinding storm 

My coat was thin, it would not keep me warm 

But this I knew 

That I must do 

The deed I purposed, I must see it through 

To win a greater good for both of us 

And as I rode my heart was singing thus; — 

''At home, at home, 

Another waits for me 

Some one who understands 

One who can see 

My neeid, my want, my comfort at a glance. 

One who will give me all I crave, just in a smile, 

Drive true, oh course, 

Oh let me live through each succeeding mile 

Just to arrive at home at last 

And see and know and feel 

That that awaits me there 

Just for a little while. 

I lay at midnight on a bed of pain; 

They whispered softly, "Breath comes not again.** 

I wondered, "Is it that my hour has come?" 

And tried submissively to say, "Thy will be done," 

And then I knew 

That one there was who lived and breathed 

And watched with me, 

Who felt it all, who knew and who would be 

Only "the remaining half" if I should go. 

I stretched my hand out for that other hand 

And smiled to know. 

I lost my hoardings of a many weary years, 

A worldly bauble 'twas that cost me aches and tears. 

I saw it vanish in a deep dark stream, 

"So effort all is lost," I said 

And it would seem, 

"What is the use? Sometimes 'tis true 

That heaven forgets.' I could not start anew. 

And then — 

There is that other one to love just me 

For what I am, to strength and comfort be 

Now in our hour of need, 

I knew that somewhere we 

Would tell it quickly, just with eyes and words 

And then forget and be 

May-day lovers in a greenwood gay 

And then what mattered this poor naughty day? 

I laid my fondest hope in a cold grave 
" 'Tis gone," I said, "my tears, my prayers, my 
striving could not save." 
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I heard the wet clay clatter on the lid 

I saw not, tho' I saw, tears hid 

The last sweet gleam of golden curl, 

I groped in darkness and a hopeless whirl 

Enveloped me. "I sink," I said and then — 

That other, big and kind and true 

Was with me, by me, holding me. I knew 

That— ^11 hopes may die, 

All pleasures soon speed by — 

We win, we lose, we gain, we give. 

But all go by, none always live. 

Only this perfect love, or its memory 

Always, forever close to me will be. 

This it is, oh perfect love divine 
My strength, my help, my comfort and sunshine. 
Oh wonderment, oh crown, all crowns above, 
'Tis calm, sweet joy, life and eternity, oh perfect 
love. 

Who am I, that I thus should be 

Given to know, to feel, to have this beauteous gift? 

Why am I thus so blessed, so set apart 

To see the gleam of gold beyond the rift? 

Only this I am, 

A common human mortal in the strife 

Who tries, who does, who hopes, who seeks. 

Who wonders, smiles and singrs at life. 

But I was fashioned so 

Was meant to be 

A little link of all posterity 

And this was given to me. 

Where am I? Ah, in heaven it would seem 

A-walking on a cloud or in a silvei^ dream. 

No, I am here, in a plain workday world 

And many homely tasks are my day's share; 

I must do each and do it well. 

I must give smiles, dry tears and lighten care. 

But at the end — ^when daylight fades apace 

Oh perfect love — I see a well loved face 

And I am here 

And thou art near — 

It is enough. 

Where am I going ? 

On and on to what life sets before me, 

I shall go 

Where human needs demand most I shall be 

But this I know 

Each day I go 

To arms that rest, to eyes that see 

To lips that speak, to thoughts that be 

A perfect love to me. 

By Harriet Sheap. 
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TO THE WOMANHOOD OF AMERICA. 

Be great, through giving! 

If life is worth the living, 
la it not right, fair, and just that you aay, 

"Our men are now called to go 

To service for our country, so 
W« must work and for necessaries pay.' 
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Our mothers bore the sorrows — 

Now we shall on to-morrows 
Bear pains they suffered for us yesterday. 

To service be not late, 

But food and garmjents make 
To supply needs we hear dear "Uncle Sam" say. 

In service we shall bring 

The joys that men will, sing — 
The wise unselfish service of the heart. 

When men, their lives are giving. 

We, too, our best come bringing, 
The tools that help him best to do his part. 

We pray and long for peace, 

For the day when guns shall cease; 
And our enemies conquered shall be. 

Let us then do our duty. 

And thus make life a beauty. 
Now may we speedily world democracy see! 

— By Bessie Lee Paylor, 

♦ ♦ ♦ 



COULD ROSES ALWAYS BLOOM. 

This is the end of a fateful day 

When the clouds of a sorrow hang low 

The air castles of love totter and sway 
My heart crushed, in sadness doth bow. 

The breeze in the treetop moans the fate 

Of this heart torn and bleeding; 
But oh to escape the pangs it is too late 

With bitterness my cup is fast filling. 

Oh, could roses always bloom 

And never withered, fade away. 
Could love's youthful dream resume 

Its fancies unfolding to sunlight's ray. 

But the heart that gave, singing, 

Its all in love's golden hour, 
I sealed and its death knell ringing, 

Farewell, golden dream, farewell forever. 

By C. L. Dewey. 
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• BEAUTY. 

Like a coral in the deep 

Founded in Ocean's bed, 

Rising to the surface — no more, 

Is months and years in. growing there, 

Never to break, never decay. 

Remains as long as earth itself. 

Resplendent with light from another source, 
Turning a thousand colors here and there 
Of the spray by billows cast, 
Or giving phosphorescence a gleam so rare 
A delight to all, both man and child 
Whose fancy need never run wild. 

Gives footing for grasses and trees 
For fowls to rest and build there, too, 
A safe harbor also enclosed, 
Or danger to vessels unguided. 
Lives are saved or lives are lost, 
Because men know or think they do. 

Beauty's foundation lies deep in the heart, 

Takes time to develop and cannot be moved, 

Reflects the light from other lives 

And gives it a splendor before unseen. 

All nature flnds there a sure retreat. 

While people are bettered or stumble thereon. 

By Charles A. Dial. 

♦ *9* ♦ 



THE GOOD-BYE PARADE IN NEW YORK CITY. 

Midst the strains of the Star Spangled Banner, 
With the flags of Old Glory unfurled, 
Twenty-five thousand strong, they march gaily along. 
As they bid their loved city adieu. 

With heads erect and dauntless hearts. 
They give up all that they love best. 
And eagerly await the call, 
For service on a foreign soil. 

To the shores of France their eyes are turned, 
Where millions have already died, 
Repelling the invader bold, 
Their soil to save from German hordes. 

The die is cast, the day has come, 
For our brave lads to face the Hun, 
And show the world what they can do, 
To aid the cause of Justice, too. 

— By J. Gray. 
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THE MASTER IS COMING. 



They said "The Master is coming 

To honor the town to-day, 
And none can tell at whose house or home 

The Master will choose to stay." 
And I thought, while my heart beat wildly, 

What if he should come to mine? 
How would I strive to entertain 

And honor the Guest Divine! 

And straightway I turned to toiling 

To make my home more neat; 
I swept, and polished and garnished, 

And decked it with blossoms sweet; 
I was troubled for fear the Master 

Might come ere my task was done, 
And I hastened and worked the faster, 

And watched the hurrying sun. 

But right in the midst of my duties 

A woman came to my door; 
She had come to tell me her sorrows. 

And my comfort and aid to implore. 
And I said, "I cannot listen, 

Nor help you away to-day; 
I have greater things to attend to,' 

And ttie pleader turned away. 
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But soon there came another — 

A cripple, thin, pale and gray — 
And said, "0, let me stop and rest 

Awhile in your home, I pray! 
I have traveled far since morning, 

I jam hungry and faint and weak ; 
My heart is full of misery. 

And comfort and help I seek." 

And I said "I am grieved and sorry. 

But I cannot help you to-day; 
I look for a great and noble guest." 

And the cripple went away. 
And the day wore onward swiftly. 

And my task was nearly done. 
And a prayer was ever in my heart 

That the Master to me might come. 

And I thought how I would spring to meet Him, 

And serve Him with utmost care, 
When a little child stood by me, 

With a face so sweet and fair — 
Sweet, but with marks of teardrops, 

And his clothes were tattered and old; 
A finger was bruised and bleeding, 

And his little bare feet were cold. 
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And I said "I am sorry for you; 

You are soreW in need of care, 
But I cannot stop to give it, 

You must hasten on elsewhere." 
And at the words a shadow 

Swept over his brow — 
"Someone will feed and clothe you, dear, 

But I am too busy now/' 

At last the da"«^ was ended, 

And mv toil was over and done ; 

My house was swept and garnished, 
And I watched in the dusk alone; 

No one paused at my gate, 

No one entered my cottage door — 

I could only pray and wait. 

I waited till night had deepened. 

And the Master had not come: 
"He has entered some other door," I cried, 

"And gladdened some other home!" 
My labor had been for nothing, 

And I bowed my head and wept. 
My heart was sore with longing. 

Yet spite of it all I slept. 



Then the Master stood before me, 

And his face was grave and fair: 
Three times today I came to your door. 

And craved your pity and care; 
Three times you sent me onward, 

Unhelped and uncomforted, 
And the blessing you might have had was lost, 

And your chance to serve has fled." 

"0 Lord, dear Lord, forgive me! 

How could I know it was thee?" 
My very soul was shamed and bowed 

In the depths of humility. 
And he said "The sin is pardoned, 

But the blessing is lost to thee; 
For comforting not the least of mine. 

Ye have failed to comfort Me." 

— By Albert Cairns. 
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"AN AUTUMN SUNRISE." 

'Tis autumn's choicest time 
The ground is covered with rime; 
The moon has sunk in the sky 
The sunrise breeze is passing by. 
And the stars fade from sight 
As vanishes the night. 

Scenes that the pen can't tell 
Nor the artist's brush as well 
Are upon the glorious farm 
At the home where I was bom; 
And they come to my sight 
When vanishes the night. 

The cockerel's early crow 
From the old barn's hay mow 
Call's forth a piercing pain, 
A wish to be there again. 
When the stars fade in the light 
As vanishes the night. 

Flowers by the garden wall 
And grape vines over all. 
And on the old gate-post 
A carved melon-rind ghost 
Slowly come to my sight 
As vanishes the night. 

The golden leaves' falling 
And the crows' faint calling 
Bring swellinsrs to my heart 
That in vain I bid depart 
When the stars' twinkling light 
Vanishes with the night. 

The bat by the open door 

And the ball on the floor 

Quickly call to my mind 

That boyhood's favorite time 

Has vanished as the nierht 

When comes the morning light. 

— Elmer Johnson. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

JES' CAUSE I'M LONELY. 

Cain't you hear me callin' to you, 

Through the summer rain. 
Ain't my voice nothin' to you, 

'Cept the callin' of the crane? 

Honey cain't you hear me cryin', 

All day long fo' you? 
Cain't you hear me sighin', sighin', 

Fo' a sight o' you? 

— By George Emmett Taylor. 
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HASTE, MEN! HASTE. 

Haste men! haste! to the wood cutter's axe and saw, 
And cut the pine our forefather's blazed their way through 
That men may live and cease their dying. 

Haste men! haste! to the stream flowing swiftly by. 
Push the swiftly felled logs across the brink 
That a thousand ships may be built to span the boundless 
deep. 

Haste, logs! haste! through the foam and swirl, 
And land up on the ship builder's dock. 
While the ravens twirl. 

Haste, men! haste! to the foreman's call upon the dock, 
And launch the ships that look so frail, yet are so great. 
That subs will cease to prevail. 

Haste ! haste ! then, to the table's side 
And drink to our inventors' lives. 
See! the eagle soars on high and clutches 
The Star Spangled Banner to its side. 

Haste! haste! clink your glasses now! 
Three cheers for the dead already — 
A million for a victorious end. 

— By Jewel Maxwell. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

MY PRAYER. 

God, I ask not that my path 
Be ever filled with light; 

1 only ask that Thou mays't lead 
My faltering steps aright. 

Nor do I ask that Thou, life's sky, 

From every cloud should clear; 
I only ask that through the storm. 

Thou, in Thy strength, be near. 
Make not my burdens always light — 

Teach me my cross to bear, 
Thus make me able to escape 

The temptor's f?^tal snare. 
Give not to life the eagle's wings, 

Nor wings of sudden flight; 
But let me, step by step, surmount 

The summit's lofty height. 
And as I to the boulders cling, 

When hope for life seems vain, 
give me courage to endure 

The agony of pain. 
give me faith, my Lord, I pray. 

The jagged cliffs to climb, 
. That upward, still, my soul may press 

Towards realms of life sublime. 

— By Vida Munden. 
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THE DAISY. 

Down in a shady little nook 

A modest daisy grew. 
Living on from day to day, 

With sweet companions few. 

After awhile the cold days came, 

The daisy dropped its head. 
The snow fell fast upon the earth. 

And soon the plant was dead. 

So like a human life it seemed 

Alone in its shady bower. 
We live and thrive till winter comes 

Then wither like a flower. 

— By Ecarg Nella. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

WHY? 

Sometimes I wonder why 

Life is so massing sweet; 
That brooding care and I 

No more or rarely meet; 
I hear of other's woes. 

Their sorrow, want and care. 
Meanwhile my wonder grows 

That me the fates should spare! 

Oh, how should I deserve 

What others vainly crave, 
I, who^ have done but serve 

The Cause that cannot save? 
How to myself explain 

Why I should prosper here, 
Here in this vale of pain, 

Of misery, doubt and fear? 

Tell me, dear lips that breathe 

Affection's purest prayer, 
Encircling arms that wreathe 

Round me their whiteness fair; 
Tell me, oh, tell me why 

Life is so calm and sweet; 
That brooding care and I 

Rarely, if ever, meet! 

Tell me. you whose bright eyes 

Light me towards Heaven's gate. 
To whom the unfathomed skies 

Have left my secret fate. 
Tell me, dark orbs, whose beams 

Explore mv soul at will, 
Why all my days are dreams 

And Earth an Eden still! 

— By Albert Games, 
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OUR FLAG. 

Bravely our flag flutters o'er us to-day, 
Emblem of liberty's 'sway. 

Our Stars and Stripes loved and honored by all, 
Long may it wave, on land and sea. . 

With it, in beauty, no flag can compare. 
We honor our flag so fair. 
Freedom and progress our watchword shall be. 
Where duty calls us on land or sea. 

Ever united this fair land shall be. 
Our flag shall conquer on land and sea. . 
No nation's flag, from north or from west. 
Compares with ours, the loveliest and blest. 

— By Florence Mease. 



THANKFULNESS. 

This world had seemed so cruel to me 
Until one sweet day — 
You came with your sweet smiles. 
And drove my cares away. 

Your hand has soothed many a pain 
For me — ^my dearest one. 
And you I never will forget. 
Till my work on earth is done. 

So your smiles drive my sorrows all away, 
Your voice *tis music sweet; 
Your life's filled with noble deeds 
I shall e'er your name repeat. 

By B, M, Osborne. 

♦2» ♦ ♦ 

MY GIFT TO MY COUNTRY. 

At the front in the United States Navy, 

A man from this 'house is serving his country; 

That man is my boy, my only son; 

May he serve our flag, the Stars and Stripes; 

May he serve bravely and cheerfully — 

In this fight for justice and liberty. 

In his room I lie and think of him. 

I pray God to bless and keep from sin; 

To make him a good man, Lord. 

If he should fall sometime. 

Oh! take him to heaven I pray; 

And comfort me, his mother, that day. 

— By Alma Eileen. 
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THE DRAFT. 

the draft! the draft! it is the ban 

That's come upon us people, 
We want to dwell in peace at home, 

When we get old and feeble. 

Wherever people meet to talk, 

The draft it is the question, 
WeVe always had our freedom here, 

But now it's all conscription. 

Men roar at draft, and shake their fists, 
And say *' 'Twill kill the nation, 

I'o force young men away from home, 
Will break the Constitution." 

Here is a group of gray-haired men. 
The draft has struck them crazy. 

It took their very last support. 
Be he a fake or lazv. 

And here are mothers in distress, 
All bathed in tears and mourning; 

The draft has taken all their peace 
And robbed them of their darling. 

Then there's the "sects" that don't combat, 
They're peace since the creation. 

But this unholy, awful draft. 
Won't even give exemption. 

Oh, the draft! the draft has hit some hard. 
The lads and lassies courting. 

They want to marry awful bad, 
But can't or they'll be slacking. 

Yes the draft! the draft is surely here, 

From Maine to California. 
From Atlantic to Pacific Coast; 

And the times are sad and stormy. 

That awful thing, the draft is here. 

And war's the only reason, 
We might as well "go to" and fight. 

And clean it up this season. 

The draft is Uncle Samuel's way. 

Of calling out "protection!" 
To make our homes and country safe 

From foes and all invasion. 

So what's the use of fighting it, 

And making such commotion. 
We might as well get in and boost. 

And cross the Atlantic Ocean. 
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The Kaiser he will surely come, 

If we stand round and babble; . 
He'll plant his ^ns along our coasts 

And drive us off like cattle. 

So let the draft go forward then, 

And never mind exemptions. 
Be loyal to Democracy 

And take your examinations. 

Then if you pass and are called out, 

Just feel you're elevated. 
To go as Sammies to the front 

By the nation delegated. 



^By S. M. WhiU. 



^ ^ ^ 



BABY, DEAR. 



Baby, dear; babv. dear; 
I'm so har'^v since you're here; 
When I take a look at you 
There's no time for feeling blue. 



Oft I wonder, sit and think. 
Of your tiny fingers pink; 
And your eyes of violet blue — 
Angels gave them all to you. 



I've been wonder in *» since you're here 
How I lived without you, dear. 
All those years, I wasted, too. 
Just because I needed you. 



Now I know the reason why, 
And with tear drops in my eye, 
Mother's words rang in my ear 
Just before I had you, dear. 



Angels heard my prayer for you. 
Sent the stork a message, too. 
And they whispered in my ear, 
"l'L\e a place for baby, dear." 



You came stealing through the night 
To a welcome warm and nrierht. 
Bringing with you love and cheer — 
That s Qie reason you are here. 

— By A. E. HaiMAif^. 
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. ARE YOU PREPARED? 



A»e you prepared, men so brave, 

To leave behind "^our native land? 
Are you prepared to face the waves. 

And fight our war on foreign sand? 

Are you prepared your friends to leave? 

Are you ready to part with that home of yours? 
To leave your friends behind to grieve, 

And sail on to the other shores? 

Are you prepared your foes to meet? 

Are you ready each your part to stand? 
Can you bravely every trial meet 

As you fight for your nation, great and grand? 

Are you prepared the bullets to face? 

Are you ready, if needed, your life to give? 
Can you say with all your manly grace, 

"1*11 gladly die so that the nation may live?" 

No matter how great may be the task 

We know you are readv to die on your feet; 

But the greatest question that I could ask. 
Is, "Are you prepared your Maker to meet?" 

Then go, go and do your best. 

Go on throucrh plain and timber; 
Never think of fear or rest. 

But this one thing remember- 
That it matters not what be the weather, 

Nor for what we must atone; 
Battles of life are foueht together 

While the battle to heaven is fought alone. 

Then fight on, brave and true. 

Be the first and not the last. 
Fight for the red, the white and the blue. 

Think of the future and not. the past. 

Fight until the day is done. 

Fight until you make good your name. 
And when at last the fight is won. 

May you have honor, glory and fame. 

And when homeward your step you bend. 

May your life be called sublime. 
And if you're faithful to the end. 

You'll find your name on the page of time. 

— By Gilbert Russell Smith. 
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THE CHILDREN AND SANTA GLAUS. 

A Merry Christmas to you all — ^A Happy New Year, too, 
Christinas comes but once a year and we all should be 
very good and true. 

We love to see old Santa Claus with his heavy loaded 

sleigh and his packs of toys. 
He comes around to all the good little girls and boys. 

He comes and looks in all doors and in the windows, too, 
He comes to see if all the girls and boys are going to 

sleep as they usually do. 
And when he sees they are all asleep he creeps in, Oh 
So still he fills their stockings from top to toe; but he has 

always done so. 

So one Christmas Eve the chimes were all a-ringin^. 
The children all went to bed a-laughing and a-singmg. 
They all knew that old Santa Claus would be around that 

night 
And fill their stockings snug and tight. 

He left them lost of presents — ^they were all happy and 

content. 
For that was the happiest Christmas Eve they had evor 

spent; ' 
For they danced, sang and jumped around like a paek of 
funny clowns. 

— By Gr(M€€ BwnwU. 
4» 4» ♦ 

THE TRAPPEIUMAN. 
Floating down the river, 

Paddling with his ease. 
Goes the trapper-man forever — 

Landing where he please. 

He is on the water 

What the lion is in the wood : 
No beast too large for^im to slaughter. 

No praise of God for him too good. 

Only a trapper's life is his desire. 
Only loving innocence he knows. 

His bravery I do as much admire 
As the glowing springtime rose. 

When he sings his song 

The birds all pause in shame, 
As though they'd do him wrong 

To breathe his mighty name. 

O'er beast and water-land, 

Then let him raise his voice; 
And to the sweets of our country grand 

Be welcome to a choice. 

— L0O Haratu 
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THE ANSWER. 

I heard the voices of the past 
Arrayed in loud dispute: 
Like pealing thunder, blast on blast 
Uprose, and from the sky at last 
Came rolling back an echo vast. 
And only God was mute. 

Then came there one with apt reply, 

Their clamor to refute. 

Now see Him raised aloft to die; 

*'If Thou art God, come down!" they cry. 

The winds of heaven moan and sigh. 

And God alone is mute. 

I saw the sun grow weak and dim. 
Great error to impute. 
Now bend the knee and worship Him 
Who rocks the sky from rim to rim. 
With prayer and groan appease His whim; 
But God our Lord is mute. 

I heard the echoes of the dead 

As droning mild salute; 

They muttered, "Give us daily bread," 

And droned of One who died and bled; 

Their murmur filled the sky o'erhead, 

And only God was mute. 

Thy darkling frown, oh spare us Lord, 
Thy creatures destitute; 
Now bless our meat and bless our board, 
And to the Godless bare Thy sword; 
They know not Christ, Thy Son adored; 
To them, oh God, be mute. 

• 

Then came there some with laws to prove 
By logic absolute. 

That suns and heavens merely move 
Around about their little groove. 
Which God, Himself, can but approve. 
And therefore God is mute. 

Now hurl your thunders in reply. 
Thou God of bitter fruit; 
Now lash with thunderbolts the sky: 
Hast not another Christ to die. 
Then come Thou down, or sit on high. 
Alone and always mute. 

I hear the voice of distant years, 

Low-mellow as a fiute. 

Croon low a song to willing ears, 

A song of vanished doubts and fears. 

Now none complain through bitter tears 

That God above is rnxB^M^ 
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For lo, they sinf? His very song, 

Of love beyond compute. 

Their melodv the stars prolong; 

Like rolling echoes, clear and strong, 

Now hark! I hear the heavenly throng, 

And God alone is mute. 

— Hans Ohmi, 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

WHEN THE MOCK BIRD SINGS. 

Oh list to the song of the mocking bird 
As high in the maples he trills, 
His mocking song in the kingdom of birds. 
Oh the wild Pau Puk Keeivs his love song is singimg 
To his mate in the lilacs he is sending glad thrills 
When the Mock Bird sings. 

'Tis a Robin's pert chirp with brown head alert, 
The Bobolinks cry as he soars to the sky. ' 

A Cat Bird's weird call from hernest in the wall. 
Then a Meadow Lark's joyful rollickiner song. 
Birds haste from grasses sweet and sing as they f y 
When the Mock Bird sings. 

Hist! 'tis the Wren's silly chatter, a Black Bird's wild 

clatter, 
They tune to his call. Hear the Wood Pecker thrun. 
He thinks all must have come to a grand opera of song 
And an euphony wells and swells, keeping tune with his 

drum. 
From his twig on the maple with maddening glee 
The Mock Bird sings. 

JSarly mom and even's dusk a song for his mate 
He steals from them all this brown bird small. 
For mate nestlings in the heart of the lilac. 
Oh they are glad they are living believing 
That the sweet notes of singing are of his singing all 
When the Mock Bird sings. 

By Noitmi. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

NIGHT TIME. 

Wind er rustlin' in de treetops. 

Stars er blinkin' in de sky. 
Night all soft an' sweet an' still-like; 

Sleep is here, an' dreams is nigh. 

Crickets tunin' in de grasses. 

Moon is des a silver crook. 
Mists er creepin' up the holler. 

Frogs er singin' in de brook. 

Shadders lyin' in de hayfield. 
Time fer elves to dance an' play; 

Time for mortals to be noddin'^ 
Sleepin' till de break o' day. 

—By NelU G§niry, 
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AN AMERICAN SOLDIER. 



On a battlefield in Europe, 

An American soldier lay, 
Who had fought against the Germans, 

And had fallen in the fray. 
But now that he lay dying, 

Far from his hative state. 
He wished to see his mother, 

Before it was too late. 

His friends around him gathered. 

Knew that ere the setting sun, 
His soul would be with Jesus, 

And his earthly work be done. 
They saw this as they stood there. 

And great tears dimmed their eyes, 
They fondly hoped to meet him, 

Above the starlight skies. 

He enlisted in the army. 

When only twenty-one. 
Who was his mother's darling. 

And her only son. 
Whose courage won him love, 
Whose goodness and greatness 

Won for him a home above. 

He had bravely fought in Flanders, 

And at Verdun, too, 
He had climbed the Alp mountains. 

Which was very hard to do. 
He served his country faithfully. 

This soldier boy so gay. 
Was wounded in Rumania, 

At the dawning of the day. 

His comrades heard him whisper. 

And gathered close around, 
They knew he thought of mother. 

To whom his heart was bound. 
She was an aged mother. 

One whose deeds were always kind. 
So they stooped to catch these whispers. 

Things they thought were on his mind. 

"Tell my mother when you see her, 

I was faithful to the end, 
And when I'm dead and buried, 

This package to her send. 
'Tis the Bible that she gave me. 

One I read while at her knee, 
And I often long to see her, 
^But soon shall cross dsath's sej[i ~ 
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"Tell her that my thoughts are with her, 

That my love still lingers yet, 
For the dearest of all mothers, 

Till my evening's sun has set. 
That I know her prayers have always 

Been to me a source of joy. 
To think that she was asking 

God's richest blessings on her boy. 

"That I never more shall meet her, 

Till this earthly life is o'er. 
But in heaven I shall greet her, 

On that happy golden shore. 
That I know she'll grieve to lose me; 

But Almighty God knows best, 
And I soon shall cross the river. 

Where 111 find the sweetest regt. 

"I know she'll not forget me. 

For she's ever just the same. 
Oh! how happily she kissed me, 

When I learned to speak her name." 
He said this very softly. 

And then he spoke no more; 
He'd gone to join the angels. 

Upon that shining shore. 

In a little white roofed cottage, 

Sits a mother old and gray. 
She is thinking of her darling. 

Who is now so far away. 
She had one to care for only, 

It was her soldier lad. 
And now that he lay dying 

It made her feel so lad. 

She had just received the message. 

From the soldiers of the fray. 
Saying that her boy was wounded. 

On the battlefield that day. 
That before the dawn of morning. 

His great soul would take its flight. 
And be a star in Heaven, 

In that happy world of light. 

Kneeling by her chair and weeping. 

Praying God to take her, too. 
Knowing that His blessed promise, 

Gave one courage ever new. 
Thinking thus her heart grew lighter, 

For she knew her boy was brave, 
And fought in all the battles 

His country's name to save. 

By Katherine GUei, 
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SEASON'S DELIGHTS. 



The summer days are done, 

And autumn days are here 
To usher winter in 

And the closing of the year. 

Each by-gone season 

Brings to your mind 
I'm sure, some delight 

Memorable throughout. 

Autumn's leaves, or winter's snow, 

Each suggest to you 
Of the davs gone by 

And the things you used to do. 

As spring delivers up to us 

A warm and brilliant sun, 
The ice and snow, away must go, 

To cooler climes than ours. 
For, then, 'tis the time of violets. 

And all spring's dainty flowers. 

Spring's delight! A rapturous sight! 

Feathered friends! Bounteous hues 

Of greens, violets, and blues. 
Rippling streams with fish abound — 
Nature, ev'rywhere to be found. 

At last! summer days come to pass 

With flourishing fields, ' 
And tall, green grass — 

Winter's hay by autumn farmers made. 

Then the leaves begin to turn 
And slowly their way they wend 

To their grassy bed below 
As the breezes, the giant boughs, bend. 

Autumn's days soon come 'round. 

And Mr. Frost leads the way 
To where autumn's bounties are found 

The kind, but nippy hand of nature o'er. 

And winter days at last arrive. 

The spirit of the snow queen. 
Returning, to revive 

In the veins of a nature's child. 

So each season, its joys bring, 
Each has its wind 
Of itself to sing. 
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But tach these words repeat, 

From his or her commanding seat,- 

"O'er and o'er 

Repeat our lore, 
Of nature's blessing hand 
Spread through every land 
From fertile vale to desert sand. 

— By Francis Milton Bummghi, 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

THE SAMMY'S DREAM. 

Daylight fades and gives its place to night, 
Slowly the moon comes up and sheds pale light 

On the camp beside a silvery stream. 
Each Sammy settles himself in a comfortable way 

And slowly begins to dream. 

On one worn face there comes a light 
As he thinks of the parents he left 

At home with heads so silv'ry white. 
The vision passes, his eyes grow dim 
But he murmurs, "God be good and take care of 
them." 

Another restlessly turns in his blanket. 
And before him there rise the forms 
Of his beautiful wife and their baby — 
He left to battle alone in life's storms so grim, 
But he murmurs, "God be good and take care of 
them." 

And there's a boy who sits by himself and thinks 

Of the comrade he left at home. 

Who was ready but too ill at last to come. 
And a mist his eyes bedim. 

But he murmurs, "God be good and take care of 
him." 

Alone one sits in the tent with his pipe 
And as the smoke begins to curl 
He sees the face of her, the dearest in all the 
world. 
And he knows shell wait for him forever; 
But he murmurs, "God be good and take care of 
her." 

Sammies dream on, and may that dream soon come 

true, 
And when the War is over well all be ready for you. 

Friends, each night as you kneel down to pray 
And the shadows at last grow dim 
Just murmur, "God be good to our Sammies and 
take care of them." 

— By Grace Parker WcbiUr, 
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THE SLACKER. 

Don't be a slacker, guy, 

Don't be afraid or too shy 

To take up a gun and with the other lads run 

Not away, but right into the fray! 

Come boys, rally to the call, 

For if all were like you our nation would fall! 

Come boys, show the Kaiser your might. 

Show him you're not afraid to get into the fight! 

Listen now! I*m not trying to preach to you, 

I am only telling you what you should do. 

Think you men, you lackers, 

Think you men, you slackers 

What this war really means to us ! 

Think that it is more than just a fuss 

Raised by papers and the people! 

Shame upon you, oh you men. 

Who would stand by and see women killed — and then- 

Raise not one hand in their defense! 

Come, don't be a coward, don't be afraid; 

But go into the battlefield fully arrayed; 

And altho' across mountains and streams you may go, 

Be ready, ever ready to strike at the foe! 

Your country asks not too much of you 

To fight for your flag — the red, white, and blue; 

It asks not too much of you to be brave, bold, and true; 

To shoulder your gun and go after the Hun 

Who would rule the whole world if he could. 

You say you'll fight when it comes to the right, 

But y^u won't fight over the sea; 

Stop, just one moment, and think what you say. 

What your words would mean to the U. S. A. 

If all men said what you say here 

And shiver and shake with cowardly fear! 

You say you'll fight here but you won't fight in France; 

You say you'll fight here, you won't give them a chance; 

If we take your word on what you say. 

And this war should come to the U. S. A., 

Would you be the first men to take up your guns 

Instead of sta3ring behind and try to poke fun 

At the true blue boys who are fighting the Huns? 

If we'd fight over here and not over there. 

Would you be the first men to do and to dare? 
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To all of these question I promptly say, "No!' 
For if over to France you're afraid to go 
To protect your country, your rights, and oh 
The dear ones at home who love you so. 
You'll be afraid to fight if the war comes this way; 
Youll be afraid to fight, to get into the fray; 
You'll see our armies bend and sway 
Before the foe, and yet make not one move to go 
And protect your family and your country from the 
fo«; - 
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You'll cower before those mighty guns that wreak ruia 

and desolation; 
You'll shrink from your duty, you coward, you'll ruH 

away : 
For if you're afraid to fight in France, 
You'll be afraid to fight in the U. S. A.! 

— By Maiide Eathome. 

<S» ♦ ♦ 

IN SWEETEST MEMORY. 

He is gone but not forgotten; 

What a sadness his going has brought; 

It seems but yesterday we saw him smile 

And say "Good-b-^^e for a litle while." 

But he has departed this world and gone to rest, 

Asleep so sweetly on Jesus' breast. 

As I sit alone with my sorrow 

The tears unbidden flow; 

And it seems my heart is breaking with anguish, 

and with woe, 
But hark! a voice is saying as it did in days of 

old; 
"Woman, why dost thou weep, knowest thou not 

thy brother sleeps?" 
Asleep in Jesus, blessed sleep, 

From which none ever wake to weep. 
Where sorrow and partings are no more; 

When Jesus comes. 

— By Mrs. Wm. T\k Steckley. 

^ ^ ^ 
WILL OUR BOY COME BACK AGAIN? 

We are sad and lonely now; 
And we sit with clouded brow; 
Our circle is broken, one has gone 
To the raging war now on. 

Fiercely now the conflict rages; 
Recorded in blood on history's pages : 
Millions of lives swept from the earth; 
And many souls of truest worth. 

There are many vacant places everywhere 
And that few can be filled is clear; ' 
Strange changes in the order of things; 
Such is the condition war always brings. 

When strifes shall all be past, 
And peace and harmony forever last, 
Then all men everywhere shall brothers be 
And the All-Father rejoice such change to see. 

—By Rev, James A. Wright. 
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FRIEDHAM, FLORIDA, IN 1892. 

. Softly from the swaying boughs, 
To the pallid sand below, 
Silently the peach bloom falls, 
In warm drifts of rosy snow. ^. 

As Aurora lifts her lids, 

'Bove the flash of tropic seas, 

So their glowing faces peep, 
'Round the shining orange trees. 

See athwart their blushing sheen 
Drops a mocking bird in gray. 

As the ashes of hope, dead, 

Sifting down, obscure our way . 

But from out the ages fled, 
Living hope is backward flung. 

Sweeter than the mocking chime 
From yon flaming peach tree rung. 

— By Mrs. L. B. Prie4. 

FRIEDHAM, FLORIDA, IN 1917. 

Lo, the frost-king from his cave 
Swept out State from sea to sea. 

And the ashes of hopes, dead. 
Sifted, Friedham, over thee. 

Orange flowers of sweetness shorn, 
• Drift the stricken trees below, 
And no peach-bloom spreads a pall. 
Over them of rosy snow . 

But among the branches gray. 
Flaming cardinal has flown, 

Where he blows from tiny throat. 
Sweetest whistle ever blown. 

Thus the lights and shadows play, 

'Long the way our feet must tread. 
But a bird of hope will sing. 
Where all earthly hopes are dead. 

—By Mrs. L. B. Pri&0. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

BROWN-EYED AND BLUE-EYED BOYS. 

Since wars do come, and it seems they must, 

No matter how true the trust, 

God raises them up, these noble boys, 

To save their country's honor, love and glory. 

And brown-eyed and blue-eyed boys. 

With hearts brave, loyal and true. 

With that wonderful hope they employ. 

Stand again to defend the red, white and blue. 

— By Maggie Ladele RUey, 
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THE LIFE OF A YEAR. 

Father Time lifted the starry veil, 

As the clock struck twelve on a winter's night. 

To show little New Year the beautiful earth 

All robed in her garments of glittering white. 

Surely, he thought in his baby way — 

As the days and weeks glided swiftly along, 

Earth will never be fairer than now 

With its frozen lakes and bare trees strong. 

But he changed his mind as he older grew, 
And felt the mossy carpet beneath his feet — 
That was tacked close around the budding trees 
By butter-cups and wild violets sweet; 
The warm moist breeze from a shining lake. 
Kept time for the mocking birds to sing 
By gently swaying the boughs of trees, 
And the honey-bee buzzed that it was spring. 

The tiny buds had grown into leaves. 

And the ghostly clouds floated lazily on. 

While the butterfly haunted the beautiful flowers 

That grew in the soil so rich and warm : 

This is the most beautiful season of all 

Thought the year as he gazed on the sparkling dew. 

The time had been short, but he'd a right to latQW — 

For he was no longer small nor new. 

What a strange picture the earth was to him, 

All clad in her garments of red, gold and green — 

For frost had come with its chilly breath 

And speedily changed the scene ; 

But the first storms of winter bent his form. 

And the cruel snow hinged on his hair, 

The year had grown old — ^he soon must go 

So there would be room for another New Tear. 

By AddU SMr0y. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

HOW AND WHY? 

How do the snow-flakes, Muwer, 

Know the way down here from the sky? 
Does the angePs in heaven tell them 
The way that they should fly? 

Look at the moon in the sky, Mawer, 

It used to be large and wound; 
But now it is broken in two, Muwer, 

And where is the rest to .be found? 

The frowers in the darden are fwozen and dead. 

I heard you tell papa that. 
Why are the frowers then drowing 

So dood on your Sunday hat? 

— By O, Johnson, 
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THE CARRIER-PIGEON. 

Bird of the meek and docile eye, 

What noble sires have framed thee? 

Thy playground — kingdom of the sky, 
What bonnie goddess tamed thee? 

was it Aphrodite in Paphian grove 

To young Adonis, purring her love? 

Nay! Not the lover's torturing game 

Must e'er thy moments squander! 
Mad love is often linked with shame — 

Thy mission, bird, is grander: 
Too heavenly thou, for love's unrest, 
'Twas Psyche charmed thee to her breast! 

Bird of the Soul, of Innocence, 

O'er this wild orb a-soaring. 
Till but a speck in heaven's immense. 

Thou hear'st no breakers roaring — 
Drop but a quota of thy bliss 
On hearts that find that orb amiss! 

What though dark clouds may circle round 

Thy form aloft a-winging? 
Still, forward, on! A force unbound 

Thy purposed flight is swinging — 
Till drops thy message, loosed the cord 
And thou art welcomed by thy lord! 

Psyche of mine, such be thy lot! 

Bear through the clouds life's burden; 
Till there appears thine eternal cot. 

Thy rest, thy goal, thy guardian! 
Thus sped the great, thus have they wrought; 
Thus aimed the carriers of Thought! 

—By Albert J. H^il 

4$l 4^ 4^ 

THE ROAD OF YESTERDAY. 

I saw a youth at the sunrise start 

On a long and mystic way. 
And never he turned to the scenes behind 

On the Road of Yesterday. 

I saw him halt when the sun grew hot; 

He had come to the height of the way; 
And once he looked with a wistful sigh 

On the Road of Yesterday. 

I saw him late when the sun was low, 
As he neared the end of the way; 

But now his eyes were always fixed 
On the Road of Yesterday. 

— By Herbert Leland Hugh€8, 
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THE LIFE WE MEET. 

"When in my infancy the world seemed full of joy 

I was made to feel the love of every girl and boy; 

And every day I would give vent to my feelings m som^ 

exultant way, , ^ x- j v^ ^«« 

While mother gave me nurture and protection day by day., 

And when a child I had grown to be - 

The world had increased in its beauty to me, 
For I beheld its glories with youth's tantalizing sight. 
And stretched forth my hands to hasten the time mtq 

flight, , ^ . . 

When a grown-up. man I should be. _ -^ 

At last to manhood I had grown, 
And I thought time and strength were my own J 
So beauty challenged and I went her way 
Intoxicated b^ life's vile pleasures and play, -^ 

But when the stage of middle-aged life advanced 
I turned from my play to give myself a chance 
To win the golden laurels of riches and fame, 
I eagerly plunged forward to find that efforts and reali- 
ties are not the same. 

For disappointments came in every turn 
As I struggled onward for riches to earn. 
Although my career was marked with some success, 
In these I found no happiness. 

So it is ever with man who comes to dwell 

Why desires are not his he cannot tell, 

And when in dotage he reiterates his life, 

He feels that he has done well through the battles of strife. 

Oh, vain world! Thou art a gay deceiver to the youthful 

mind, 
Why beckon them onward for naught but vanity to find! 
Only one sweet draught from thy cup is given 
Which is the tie that binds us to heaven 

— By Maud Whitter. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

IF. 

r 

All gamblers good ne'er take a chance, but play across the 

board. 
And use in time of need what they by chance of sense 

have hoard ; 
So take a little tip from me, my friend, and do the same. 
As he who stored away his gold and by it won his fame. 
For I'm a ragged beggar now, from place to place* I roam 
With not one chance that comes to me and nowhere for a 

home; 
This tip I give and don't expect one single thing for gain. 
For I'd have had a million now "If" I had done the same. 

— By Alma E. Stappenbeck^ 
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HER COWBOY LOVER, JIM. 

On an old cottonwood log sat a cow-girl fair^ 

With rosy cheeks and wind tossed hair; 

Near by stood her horse, Nip 

Who had never felt quirt nor whip. 

Her gauntlet gloves lay in her lap, 

Beside her she had tossed cap; 

As on the cottonwood lo'^ she sat and thought ot him. 

Thought of her cowboy lover, Jim. 

How at the round-up to-day, 

She had watched him ride away, 

With his spurs and Stetson wide; 

And her heart filled with joy and pride, j 

For this cowboy brave and tall, • 

Who to her was all in all. 

Then her reverie deep and sweet. 

Was broken by the sound of horse's feet; 

As a rider came galloping into sight — 

Causing her to start from the cottonwood log in 

fright. 
But at a glance, she saw it was Dave, 
A friend to her cowboy tall and brave. 
IVith a quick jerk of rein and will 
He brought his horse to a sudden stand-still. 

Xike a flash, for he could not tarry, 
A letter he tossed her sent by Harry, 
Without a word, he turned and rode away; 
And left her on this bright summer day. 
With the letter that would tell. 
About her cowboy she loves so well. 
How the herd had taken fright; 
!How he had tried to stop their flight. 
As she reads, whiter grows her face, 
Por in her heart, no other can take the place 
Of this cowboy, who now — ^lies dead! 
With sorrow, the cow-girl bows her head. 
For woe to the rider, and woe to the steed, 
Who falls in front of their mad stampede! 

— By Florence May D'Auhy. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

THE WREATHS OF LAUREL. 

In the ever ebbing, yet flowing river of life 

Where we find many an honored patriot both in 

peace as well as strife. 
We may all be a patriot in the battle of life to be 

won. 
If we by honor and love abide and make this world 

a happy one. 
What and wherever may be our call. 
He, the Father of us all. 

Will crown in wreaths of laurel for that hoine above, 
If we abide in faith, hope and charity, winning His 

heavenly love. 

— By Bonnie A. Lcmne. 
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TO MARIE. 

My love, my heart is with you, dear, 

And thus shall be for aye, 
It matters not, I'm far or near 

Thy form I see alway: 
Thy roguish smile doth still beguile 

Thy loveliness entrance. 
Thy look serene that drew my smile 

Sweet mem'ries still enhance. 

I know not why, I know not how 

Our souls may mated be; 
I know not why so precious now 

The vow 'tween you and me: 
For love like ours, no queries make 

Nor speculation blind. 
We love each for the other's sake, 

But thus contentment find. 

I long as in the days of yore, 

To clasp thee to my breast, 
Read in thine eyes love's tender lore 

And lull thee, dear, to rest: 
I long, ah yes, I long once more, 

To share those joys again, 
It matters, yes it does, my dear. 

Apart from thee 'tis pain. 

— By Tom Br09ktan. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 



UNSEEN VICTORIES. 

There's many a brave battle fought, 
Many a victory won; * 

Many a hero goes to death ' 
With no honors done. 



It is not fought with shining sword • 

Nor with cannon's roar; 
Can it be you have not heard? 

Listen: 111 tell it o'er. 

Have you not heard of a mother's loy« 

For her only son? 
How her heart must break with him to part 

Yet duty must be done. 

Ah, me! that's the battles fought, 

'That's the victory won. 
It's the mother's heart that's the battlefield 

By giving her only son. 
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RALLY TO THE FLAG. 



Come all ye nations, both bond and free. 
Won't you now take sides with me? 
The German submarines are cutting a swell 
But Uncle Sam's chasers will send them to hell. 
There is old Kaiser Bill, he is an old fool, 
He thought at the start the world he womd rule; 
But his old Zeppelins won't last very long. 
For the blue-jacket gunners will drop theifi in the 
pond. 

Before the boys go to France they are trained up 

right, 
They never pull the trigger before they take sight. 
So line up Kaiser, and roll your ball; 
You had better make preparation for you are sure 

to fall. 
The Stars and Stripes are floating in the sky — 
How beautiful they look to the patriot's eye; 
So come on Allies, and do your best, 
I am sure the Sammies will do the rest. 

Let all of the soldiers as they travel around 
Tell to the people in the country and towns. 
That we will fight the Kaiser to the very last crook. 
Because we know Uncle Sam has never been 

whipped. 
Oh, ye slackers, both great and small, 
Y^u ought to be behind the penitentiary's wall. 
Placed under strict laws from sun till sun. 
And be forced to stay in jail till victory is won. 

Jehovah is lending a helping hand, 

Sending sunshine and rain all over our land. 

Oh, ye, Central Powers, ye are sure to fall 

For Jehovah is the God of all. 

Let all of the people now join the band, 

Take President Wilson bv the hand. 

Not for self alone do we fight for our nation, . 

But mostly for the rising generation. 

Dear friends and relatives, weep not at all 

When we answer to the bugle call. 

For true to our country we must be. 

If some of us shall fall across the sea. 

Now, dear friends, come along. 

Remember us in your prayers while we are in the 

storm. 
And when the war is over if we are dead, 
Place the Stars and Stripes over our head. 

— By R, 0. Maddox, 
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THE DOCTOR IN THE HOSPITAL. 

His hair was touched with silver, 

His eyes were keen but kind, 
His touch was oh, so tender 

Yet skilled as you could find. 

His form was big and robust, 
His smile was bright with cheer, 

Of one so filled with kindness 
Patients could have no fear. 

• 

Daily he went among them, 

Mindful of all their need. 
Healing, soothing, and cheering, 

Of each one taking heed. 

He turned to the last patient, 

One who was afflicted sore; 
Her eyes were red with weeping 

('Twas always smiles before), 

"Aren't you happy," he questioned? 

The sick one shook her head. 
"Gan't smile for me this morning? 

'Tis better than tears," he said. 

Swiftly he eased her suffering. 

Said as he left her there — 
"Remember, girlie. He knows, 

Our Father knows and cares." 

— By Florence Meisenhelter. 



♦ ♦ ♦ 



THE REAL, TRUE AMERICAN LAD. 

When he gets into the trench 

He will make the Germans think he is mad. 

It's a safe bet from the Kaiser 

This damning rule he will wrench. 

In trench fighting some lessons he's had. 

When he gets a chance at those Germans 

Maybe he won't be glad. 

A snort while ago another job he had. 

This calls for the suit of Olive Drab. 

His name may be Henry or John — 

No matter what it is he is glad 

Because that way he is clad. 

The real true American lad. 

He will show them the spirit of sixty-one. 

And also how to handle a gun. 

— By Frank C, Rehelek^ 
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PROTECTION. 

Tears dropped on my cover lid, 

Staining its whiteness pure. 
Pain had been my portion — 

Suffering hard to endure. 
I turned my face to the window 

Looked out on the beautiful snow 
Mantling the trees and housetops 

Protecting the earth below. 

I thought this mantle of whiteness 

Spread out on every hand, 
A symbol of His protection 

To make me understand. 
I had forgotten His kindness, 

I had not meant to, though. 
Pain had numbed my faculties. 

My mind had suffered so. 

Silently I wiped my tears away. 

My fears had vanished now. 
This Messenger had eased my suffering, 

My pain seemed less somehow. 
I drew my coverlid closer, 

I had a mantle, too, 
God would heal and protect me. 

If only I trusted true. 

— By Harriet Haycraft Johnston. 
♦ ♦ ♦> 

MY ROAD. 

The road runs on away, away; 

And it beckons and calls unto me, to me, 

To follow it long and far and near; 

To the woods and the swale and the swamp so drtar; 

To the top of the hill where the sun is bright; 

To the plain in the joy of the bright sunlight; 

To the sea, to the sea ,it beckons to me; 

To follow it on 'round many a curve; 

O'er many a knoll and a hill and a turn; 

Past city and town and village home. 

To the sea, the sea, the restless sea, 

Tossing to mighty and brave and free. 

See the road! See the road! 

How it beckons to me! 

Urging and urging, "be free! be free!" 

Beckoning, alluring and calling to me; 

To follow it up the mountain path; 

To follow it over the wide morass; 

To follow it up the hill to God; 

For it*s the same road the saints have trod. 

And I follow and stumble and sink and fall; 

Knowing myself as the least of all. 

But I know that I walk the road of Love. 

I know that I am going aloft to God. 

— By Robert A. HaUtan, 
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GOD'S MOUNTAINS. 

You have taught me, noble mountains, 

Many a lesson of faith and love; 
You have been a gentle comT> anion 

And a teacher of God's wisdom from above. 

Your majesty and strength seem to impart 

Into our being the truth of our divinity, 
And the part each mortal plavs 

In the great ''causation principle" controlling destiny 

Unto the end of his days. 

As I gaze upon you and drink in your thrilling beauty, 

I feel the glow of a sweet compelling personality, 
Akin to that of one living a perfect life; 

The mystic, ever-changing lights and shadows of your 
splendor 
Wrought so exquisitely beautiful by the hand of the Crea- 
tor, 
Permeates the spirit like sweet notes of Aeolian harps 
Fluttering from celestial fingers of angels. 

The great heart of nature throbbing within you 

Is the heart of a friend, tried and true, 
And when evening shadows from your heights envelop 

the land, 
'Tis a loving benediction from His hand 
And the night is the grand Amen! 
'Tis a loving benediction from His hand 

— By Olga I. MaroKn. 

<> ♦ ♦ 



QUEEN 0' HEARTS. 

She quivers like a bit of sunshine 

She paints your dreams with the blossom's hue 
Like a muse she dances on with the time. 

Oh, Queen 0' Hearts, the strong world lives for you. 

Lo! where the shadows often trail 

Like an angel she floats that way 
To beam her smile so tender, frail, 

That the world would die for its ray. 

There was a mystic charm about Thee 
That spirited like the shimmering dew. 

When your trembling heart turned to me, 
Oh, Queen 0' Hearts, I sigh for you. 

You make the world white with your lovelght. 
All the fair dreams ever born you brought me 

Queen 0' Hearts, who maketh life bright 
And living for me, I'll die for Thee. 

— Mr8, Georgia /. Moore, 
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WOMANKIND. 

Ah, womankind, hard is thy lot 

Where war's grim game of gore is played; 
Thy flesh is as a thing of naught, 

Thy virtue in the dust is laid ; 
And on them both vile man doth tread 
While he by passion foul is. led. 

Ah, womankind, oft weepest thou 

Before the cannon's thunder peal; 
Thy head in grief doth lowly bow. 

And pains of hell thy soul doth feel. 
Stone-hearted man by war is mad. 
And cares he not that thou art sad. 

Yet, unto thee ,frail womankind. 

The world is looking for relief. 
Thou must reclaim man's demon-mind, 

And stop thine own deep, bitter gn^ef. 
Thou art the mother; man's thy son; 
By Love through thee he can be won. 

Sweet womankind, now must thou seek 

The Seed of woman, lowly bom. 
He also seeks thee, sad and weak — 

Thee, who now feel grief's bloody thorn ; 
And, when each shall the other find. 
Redeemed and pure will be mankind. 

—By A. A. L. WiUatu 

♦ ♦ ♦ 



MEMORY'S VOICE. 

When I sit on a limb of the old cherry tree. 
Then I'm thinking of him, but I try not to see 

Those childhood days, so long ago. 
Oh, he was a laddie, honest and true, 
Eyes like his daddie, bright and blue. 

But oh the wilful ways of those childhood days. 

No more he joins me in the sunset or at eve. 
Oh, does he love me? Could I but believe 

The sweet, little voice in the old cherry tree. 
Yes, this is the lane and even the seat 
Where free from pain, we dangled our feet 

In every nook of the woodland brook. 

Now he has left, lonely and sad, 
Oh, why must it be that my dear lad 

Has gone from the farm so far, far away? 
Out of the depths of memories dear 
Comes a faint hope that he will hear 

What the breezes tell, of the cherry bell. 

— By Edgar Hcmaonu 
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CAN WE FORGET? 

Can we ever really forget 

The days that have gone by, 
When you and I were sweethearts 

'Neath a sunny southern sky? 

Can we ever really forget 

When we were alone m the moonlight, 
And the stars shone clear on the river 

In the calm and peacful night? 

Can we ever really forget 
Where we vowed eternal love; 

When the stars were shining brightly 
And the trees whispered from above? 

Can I ever really forget 

That lovely night in June, 
When I spoke those words to you 

That were not forgotten soon? 

Can I ever really forg^et 

The answer that you |rave me. 

And how it changed my life 
From evil into good? 

Will ^e ever really forget 
Those days that now are past, 

When we loved each other blindly 
With a passion that with me shall last? 

No! we can never really forget 

The days that have gone by, 
For the true love still endures 

When other things must die. 

—By E. M, Miller. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

A BIRTHDAY THOUGHT. 

The present is past — ^now and again 
Time is an endless fleeting train. 
An in the wake of its hustling, 
Nothing but memories remain. 

Therefore act in the present, 
As You hope to dream of the past ; 
Be stron&: and a help in this world. 
For time is fleeting — fleeting fast. 

Be good, be kind and be useful. 
Then, when You errow older at last. 
You'll have a store of sweet memories; 

(big store of mem'ries) 
Beautiful mem'ries of the past. 

I — By Wyhe J. van der Meer, 



\ 
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SANTA CLAUS FORGOT. 

Nothing in the stocking of the poor kid Christmas mom, 
Nothing in the stocking with the heel and toe that is worn, 
Sitting there beside the fire she looks with tear-filled eyes 
And toeeling down beside the fire she looks toward the 

skies. 
"Santa Glaus forgot me but please remember, God, 
I did the very best I could to be good, tried so hard; 
So please send us your blessing to my Ma, my Pa, and m^ 
We want your blessng for a present and we will forgive 

Dear Old Santa." 
The prayer was heard by Ma and Pa — ^their hearts were 

filled with love; 
Each caught the kid up in their arms and both looked up 

above. 
They all kneeled down by the kitchen fire and Pa to onr 

God he did call: 
"From youth to old age, from the cradle to the grave. 
You are the best friend and Santa of all. 
Santa Glaus forgot me, but it was Santa Glaus on earth, 
Santa Glaus above us this Ghristmas mom gave birth 
Into the heart of our humble home that we cherish more 

each hour, 
Each day we live we will learn to forgive and plant the 

seed of a flower. 
We will cultvate good and deal not with the wild — 
We will just follow the path of a good loving child. 

— By John McGuigaiu, 



♦ ♦> ♦ 



THE WAYS. 

Some say the old ways are the best. 

The ways of long ago, 
That in the new there is little rest — 

You are always on the go. 
Take up the two and consider awhile. 

And see what the difference be, 
In the new much difference in ways and style 

And a difference in you and me, 
The old ways were truly good. 

In which much wisdom was displayed, 
But progress then was marching on 

And changes being made. 
Progress is one of nature's commands. 

Add to your talent and thus to your store^ 
Progress is walking all over the land 

And changing the things of yore. 
We can not expect to idly stand, 

And walk in the ways of old; 
But upward and onward, advancing ihe work. 

If we would reach the goal. 

— By Susan A, Miles, 
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THE EMPTY HOUSE. 

This is the tale of an empty house, 

A house grim, grey, and tall. 
Set on a street of shadows 

In the days of early fall. 

The trees on other favored streets 
Were wonders of red and brown, 
And the sunlight filtering through 
.In golden beams fell down. 

But on this street of darkness, 

Even the trees seemed sad — 
Winds sobbed through the grim bare branches 

For the glory they never had. 

The house stood on the corner 

Seeming to patiently wait 
For someone to come and claim it 

And change its unhappy state. 

Someone to light up its windows, 
Someone to dance through the hall; 

Wake up the o^loomy old stair-case 
With the echo of laughter and call. 

It is so patiently waiting. 

Standing: there all alone, 
Waiting for someone to enter 

And make of this outcast a home. 

— By Dorothy AlW>on CUvrke. 



THE KNOCKER. 

When a man starts hurling rocks, 
And promiscuously flinging knocks; 
It's a sure sign to all folks, that 
He's been bested.. 

It's only curs that yelp when bit. 
Birds don't fall until they're hit. 
He's got a yellow streak — it showed, 
When he was tested. 

Why not fight, as real men fight? 
You should try with all your might. 
When you've fairly lost — ^be game. 
Don't kick and sputter. 

Should you wish another "whack" 
At your foe— don't take his back. 
Rather let them pick you up. 
From out the gutter. 

— By Preston Langley Hiekey. 
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WHEN CUPID COMES TO CALL. 

There is a little Cupid 

And he has a little dart; 
Be careful my dear sister. 

Or he will pierce your heart. 
For Cupid is so very sly, 

He comes when we're asleep; 
Then skips away again 

And we are left to weep. 

When once he aims at you 

For reasons he knows why, 
The arrow you can never stop 

For he will let it flyj 
And you can never miss it 

No matter how you try; 
And how it makes you suffer 

And how it makes you sigh. 

But we could not do without him 

And it seems so very sweet. 
When Cupid strikes the right one 

And he falls at your feet; 
So let's remember, sister, 

When Cupid comes to call. 
Well open the door for him 

Just to help him along. 

— By Emmy Blanchart, 

♦ ♦ ♦ 



GOD'S GREAT WEST. 

Good-bye, fond West, the nation's pearl, 

I*v* gone to join the city's whirl; 

But TO be back again, although, 

Where the sunset calls and the west wind blow. 



yntjOL on the crowded city's street 
I pause amid the rushing feet 
ffothink of herjthe West again, 
The jreet free West, where men 



are men. 



Back Mtain to gaze once more 
STtetnauil peaks that skyward soar 
fc BiMirtve and sage, so sombre and grey, 
ThMMire ealling to us m the Red Man's way. 

mg ioMy mingling ^^^ ^^^ fi?'^^?^'!. ^^""^^^ 

^&HftA twnther'a tread, and the bleatmg calf. 
S^ j??^j||i p^ for sure that a westerner treas- 

o{ home and the hand clasp's pleas- 

— By Bernard A. FaXler, 
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CHILDHOOD. 

Sweet happy childhood stay with me, 

Nor leave me yet or go so soon, 
I love the morning's fresh fair light 

Far better than the mid-day noon. 

Then linger yet sweet childhood day, 

Nor take l3iy everlasting flight, 
I love the morning fresh and gay. 

Far better than the cold chill night. 

I love my pretty braided hair, 

That hangs down to my waist, 
I love thQ childish things I wear 

Then happy childhood please don't haste. 

Oh, happy chldhood's happy day; 

I wish you'd with me ever stay, 
I love to run and romp and play. 

Then linger on, go not away. 

I fear youll leave me all too soon. 
For mornings always have their noon, 

I fear too soon you'll take your flight. 
For every morning has its night. 

Then let me very thankful be, 

For happy days He gives to me; "" 

And when the noon or night shall come, 
Grant I may And a happy home. 

—By J. A. Ford. 



♦ ♦ 4» 



THE HUMBLE SIDE. 



We, who are poor, live miserable — ^we labor, but are not 

rich. 
We, who are laughed at, always looking gay and cheer. 
We, who are true to the flag, often are first to pitch 
Our pledge to one who's dear. 

To us, with him, we shield our everlasting burden; 
We, who stand on this crest to fight to the last 
For liberty and justice lies concealed within our breast. 
We do not falter to fiorht against a weakness or sin. 

Because we have our own ideals and love the flag. 
We, who give sons to be slaughtered for bless and pride; 
We, who remain honest, shall see the world's slag. 
With liberty shall glide. 

— By Jos, Kolenda. 
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WHEN CUPID COMES TO CALL. 

There is a little Cupid 

And he has a little dart; 
Be careful my dear sister, 

Or he will pierce your heart. 
For Cupid is so very sly, 

He comes when we're asleep; 
Then skips away again 

And we are left to weep. 

When once he aims at you 

For reasons he knows why, 
The arrow you can never stop 

For he will let it flyj 
And you can never miss it 

No matter how you try; 
And how it makes you suffer 

And how it makes you sigh. 

But we could not do without him 

And it seems so very sweet, 
When Cupid strikes the right one 

And he falls at your feet; 
So let's remember, sister, 

When Cupid comes to call, 
Well open the door for him 

Just to help him along. 

— By Emmy Blanchart. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 



GOD'S GREAT WEST. 

Good-bye, fond West, the nation's pearl, 

I've gone to join the city's whirl; 

But I'll be back again, although, 

Where the sunset calls and the west wind blow. 

When on the crowded city's street 

I pause amid the rushing feet 

To think of her^he West again. 

The great free West, where men are men. 

Back again to gaze once more 

On tranquil peaks that skyward soar 

So massive and sage, so sombre and grey, 

They are calling to us in the Red Man's way. 

'Tis softly mingling with the cowboy's laugh. 

With the panther's tread, and the bleating calf. 

It is something for sure that a westerner treas- 
ures — 

The bonds of home and the hand clasp's pleas- 
ures. 

— By Bernard A. FaUer, 
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CHILDHOOD. 

Sweet happy childhood stay with me, 

Nor leave me yet or go so soon, 
I love the morning's fresh fair light 

Far better than the mid-day noon. 

Then linger yet sweet childhood day, 

Nor take thy everlasting flight, 
I love the morning fresh and gay. 

Far better than the cold chill night. 

I love my pretty braided hair, 

That hangs down to my waist, 
I love thQ childish things I wear 

Then happy childhood please don't haste. 

Oh, happy chldhood's happy day; 

I wish you'd with me ever stay, 
I love to run and romp and play. 

Then linger on, go not away. 

I fear you'll leave me all too soon, 

For mornings always have their noon, 

I fear too soon you'll take your flight. 
For every morning has its night. 

Then let me very thankful be. 
For happy days He gives to me; "" 

And when the noon or night shall come. 
Grant I may find a happy home. 

^By J, A. Ford. 



♦ ♦ 4» 



THE HUMBLE SIDE. 



We, who are poor, live miserable — ^we labor, but are not 

rich. 
We, who are laughed at, always looking gay and cheer. 
We, who are true to the flag, often are first to pitch 
Our pledge to one who's dear. 

To us, with him, we shield our everlasting burden; 
We, who stand on this crest to fight to the last 
For liberty and justice lies concealed within our breast. 
We do not falter to fierht against a weakness or sin. 

Because we have our own ideals and love the flag. 
We, who give sons to be slaughtered for bless and pride; 
We, who remain honest, shall see the world's slag. 
With liberty shall glide. 

— By Jas. Kolenda, 
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TWILIGHT REFLECTION. 

When the sun has set at evening, and darkness is drawing 

near; 
Do you ever pause and ponder over life on this mundane 

sphere? 
Twilight is the time for thinking, the time to sit and reflect 
Qn the many duties which we do and the ones which we 

neglect. 

Do you think of those about you who are wearv in the 

strife? 
Who have so little sunshine thrown into their daily life? 
Do you give a word of kindness to those burdened down 

with care? 
Do you lend a helping hand to those whose load seems 

hard to bear? 

Or are you madly rushing on, with not a thought for 

others? 
No time for even a cheery word to a weary, struggling 

brother. 
Happiness is gained by giving and e'er you reach the 

Golden Shore 
'Twould be well to think of others and not alone of Earthly 

Store. 

— By Gertrude Davison. 



THE STARS AND STRIPES FOREVER. 

'Twas the year of seventeen eighty-three, 
As the British launched their last bark, 

That the British flag waved in glee. 
In the harbor of New York. 

The Americans determined not to have it there. 

But the Stars and Stripes instead, 
And have them floating in the air, 

The glorious Blue, White and Red. 

This was difficult for anyone. 

As the pole was "slushed" from top to base; 
But soon the task was done. 

And the Stars and Stripes put in place. 

For John Van Arsdale, a sailor boy. 

Climbed to the top of the pole. 
And to the American patriotic joy 

The Stars and Stripes did unroll. 

And as the British sailed away. 

For war to return to us never, 
A joyous shout arose that day — 

The Stars and Stripes forever! 

— By Herbert Earl BUey. 
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A PLEA FOR NOW. 

If you have a friend worth loving, 
Love him and let him know 

That your thoughts of him are tender 
That your heart for his is aglow 

With the love that God has planted 
In the heart of mortals here below. 
Tell him now. 



If you see a gown or dress coat 
Fitting shapely shoulders well — 

Eyes of beauty, hair or features you admire- 
Be not too discreet, but the owner tell. 

Fear not, honest praise from honest hearts 
Causes not the soul with vanity to swell. 
Tell it now. 



Have you failed to show your appreciation 
For a friend that has been good to you? 

Year by year doing kind and thoughtful things; 
Offering friendship unchanged, steadfast, true, 

Thus lending to your quiet daily living 
A happy radiance the whole way through. 
Do it now. 



Do you owe some distant one a letter — 

Miles and miles you're now apart, 
But once he lived quite near you. 

Cause his smile with joy to start. 
Let him know that time and progr^s, changing 
all. 
Has not touched the love within your heart. 
Write him now. 

If for you life's pathway gleams rosetinted — 
Hopes are bright, friends are true and pros- 
pects fair. 
Forget not that perhaps he who steps beside you 
May have a life of only sadness, trial and care. 
Turn to him your smile and friendly interest; 
Show your willingness his cross to share. 
Cheer him now. 

Oh, spare me the flower strewn casket! 
Flowers — ^though fair, yet perish in a day. 
Ye who would purchase floral tributes 

When my spirit leaves its clay. 
<3rO give their worth unto God's needy — 
"The poor ye have with you alway," 
But love me now. 

— Ivey Brubaker Myers. 
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THOUGHTS AND DEEDS. 

• 

I planted a loving thought 

And straightway from it grew 
A deed, so kind and tender: 

It's like there are but few. 

Strange indeed 

So great the need. 

When good is so easily wrought, 
That evil should exist at all 

When it's so dearly bought. 

I planted a hateful thought 

And straightway evil sprouts 
Came bursting up on every side, 

Certainly, there is no doubt, 

Thoughts in the mind 

Bring forth their kind, 

I see now the cause for good's need; 
For it is not so multiplied 

As is the sinful seed. 

Good is a wonderful thing, 

Loved for its rarity: 
While bad is so common 

And so very easy to see. 

Number I laiow 

Cannot out-show 

The stately deedc of love, 
Which have their very origin 

With our Father above. 

— By Earl Emery, 

O ♦ ♦ 

SEASON'S GREETING. 

A merry Christmas wish I thee 
And that the coming year may be 
Unshadowed by a grief or fear, 
Undimmed by sorrow, sigh or tear. 

May Christmas bells make music sweet 
Within thine heart, and may thy feet 
Tread safely o'er the untried way 
Which opens on the New Year's day. 

If in the New Year nearly done 
New joys and pleasures sweet were won, 
May they increase and brighter be 
Through all the year, which dawns for thee. 

If sorrows grieved thee, may they die 
With the old year, and silent lie 
Beneath the joyous after-glow 
Of Christ's best gift to man below. 

—By A. W. Wright. 
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OLD GLORY. 

The great American Eagle, 

Looking down from his aerie on high, 
Saw the hirth of this mighty nation, 

And learned well how brave men die. 
The spirit of those grand old martyrs 

Whose bodies now lie in the dust. 
Still lives in their sons and daughters. 

And nobly they have kept their trust. 
''E pluribus unum" their motto: 

To this banner they have ever been true: 
No stars in the heavens shine brighter 

Than the stars in yon field of blue. . 
Somewhere in far off France 

The Eagle of freedom is screaming; 
And over our camps afar 

These colors are gallantly streaming 
Somewhere in France to-day 

Our heroes are quietly sleeping. 
And over their honored graves 

Old Glory the watch is keeping. 
Sometime in a mighty army 

Of the world's most fearless defenders, 
Our boys will carry this flag 

When the foe to freedom surrenders. 

— By Rose Holland Richmond, 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

THE GIANT OAK HAS FALLEN. 

On yonder hill a giant oak 

In mighty splendor stands; 
It from a little acorn grew. 

To view those glory lands. 

Awake, rejoice, give gladsome praise 

Forever to its name. 
Sing joyfully, sing loyally, 

Of its heroic fame. 

For many years the golden sun 

Will shine on it by day. 
For many years the whistling winds 
Its giant branches sway. 

Now let it stand in peace divine, 

A hero of its race; 
Till God bv His Almighty Hand, 

Shall take it from its place. 

Now, dear friends, the saddest part 

To you I have to tell : 
That giant oak at last decayed. 

And to the ground it fell. 

— By Jos. D. RicJiard, 
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MY BOY. 

He came, a litle dark-eyed babe, 

Into this world of sorrow. 
His darling serious little face, 

Seemed to look into the morrow. 
I did not treasure him enough. 

Mothers sometimes are so blind; 
Oh, why did I not prize him more 
When he was mine — all mine? 

« 

He grew to be a precious boy 
And life was hard and dreary; 

He looked into my face and knew 
When I was sick and weary. 

He aided me in every way, 
God bless him through all time. 

Oh, why did I not prize him more 

When he was mine, all mine? 

And then he grew to be a man, 

And then one day I knew 
That he was drifting far from me — 

A man's destiny in view. 
Vnd now I wonder more and more 

How could I be so blind; 
And why I did not prize him more 
When he was mine, all mine? 

Oh, mothers, while your babies grow 

Enjoy each golden day. 
The time is coming all too soon 

When they will go away. 
And you'll be left alone to mourn 

Through all your future years, 
Unles you treasure them enough 

While they are yours all yours. 

— By Martha M. Webster. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

CHEEE UP. 

If grim despair seems to surround you. 
And if you don't see any hope. 
Don't look for water where to drown you. 
Don't take no "let's forget it" dope. 
Tell not your neighbor all your troubles, 
For he'll tell you a thousand more. 
" This always know and well remember 

That life is like a turning wheel; 
You may be wav in December, 
In May again be on your heel. 
Although to-da-^j^ it looks like rain. 
To-morrow again your sun may shine; 
Just be a man and use your brain, 
For "to-day" is yours, "to-morrow" mine. 

— By Fred Reckenherg, 
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TWO FRIENDS. 

Just two friends, my girl and I, 
Long had we kept the pace set. 
Well nigh, near a score of years; 
Maybe in trouble you'd strive 
She was ever there, by your side. 

Other friends have come and gone, 
Some with grief, others with pain. 
In travel much through the world; 
By favored spot hill and all, 
In cities both large and small. 

We feasted, fasted, lived high. 
For others she had no care 
Comfort where could other be found; 
Just for us two, she and I, 
To live, just she hoped to die. 

Her eyes were clear as diamonds^ 
In looks, ah! a treasure store; 
With all ways in love possessed^ 
Youth or asre, for me alone. 
As thus she lived, hence our hom«. 

How can one live without her? 
Such a mate can there be found' 
Roam again' the wide world I, 
Moved by ^very wind and tide. 
Alone henceforth must I hide. 

—By W, T. Gmrthier. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

AUTUMN. 

When the grains are ripe in the fall, 

The horse is not allowed to shirk, 
But is taken out of his stall. 

And put in the field to work. 

The boys are promised some drums. 

With heads made of pure leather; 
If only the apples and plums 

They will promise to gather. 

The girls help mother can fruit. 

And make the apple cider; 
And are promised a pony, so cute. 

With each a turn to ride her. 

When they have gathered the grains, 

And store them in the bin. 
Then is when the fall rains. 

And the long school term begins. 

— By Herbert Bmrl RUey. 
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TO YOU. 

You ask me for a toast, my friend, 

A toast to you 111 ^ve. 

Your eyes, your lips, your heart of hearts — 

For they are all of you a part. 

Your Eyes — 

Sometimes they shine with Heaven's own light. 

E'en brighter than the stars at night, 

And then the storm clouds gather there. 

And seem to ask the world, your woes to share. 

And ah! again the lovelight lies 

In those deep orbs — ^your dear, sweet eyes. 

Ah, yes! I know that lovelight 's not for me. 

And yet — ^this toast I drink to thee. 

Your Lips — 

And when you smile, my friend of friends. 

It seems the very sunshine enters in, 

Into my heart, my soul, my life. 

And bids me dare not dream of strife. 

And then again your strength they show 

When stormy clouds seem to gather low; 

And still, when sorrow comes — they quiver. 

Ah, yes! I know not e'en those smiles are meant 

for me — 
And yet this toast I drink to thee. 

Your Heart — 

I feign would drain my glass to it 

And leave a toast unsaid; 

For when I'd toast that heart of hearts 

E'en every hope seems dead — 

Save one that lies deep in my own. 

That you will be my friend. 

Just friend until the end. 

For well I know not e'en one beat 

Of that dear heart 's for me, 

So here's my glass, I'll drain it 

When I drink this toast to thee. 

— By Valerie Teleman. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

THE HEARTBROKEN LOVER. 

He was but a happy youngster as he wandered in the town ; 

His friends he hadn't any, for they all had thrown him 
down. 

His clothes were torn and tattered, his health was failing 
fast, 

But as he stepped to the gilded bar these were the words 
he asked : 

"Say, loan me a jitney, Billy, I'm hungry I must say 

And I want a drink to steady my nerves, and then I'll 
sneak away. 

Say, don't get mad and start to 'cuss,' and say such hur- 
ried words. 
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For I have been a man like you, with money and with 

nerve. 
Ah, you're smiling now — a story you would say; 
But another drink, old crackernjack, just to keep those 

tears away. 
That's it! Why that's a good one, now I am a different 

man; 
Now, shake, old boy, and be a friend and I'll tell you if I 

can. 
One summer's d&y I ran away and left the old folks' home,. 
To drift around in this great wide world all alone, alone! 
I wandered out to the city one bright day in May, 
And struck a job as a messenger boy on the great white 

way. 
From a messenger boy to a banker in a few years I 

jumped, 
And all the girls around the town thought me a real 

triumph. * 
There was one dark-eyed maiden that I loved best of all. 
She pledged me her word to be my bride in the coming fall. 
I waited it seemed ten years to me — I waited and watched 

alone. 
For the time to come to claim my bride and call her all my 

own. 
At last the wedding bells rang out upon the still night air, 
And she had left me all alone — alone, and didn't care. 
I've hunted this wide world over since — I've hunted here 

and there. 
For I loved that girl with all my heart although she didn't 

care ; 
And perhaps in some other's arms to-night she's happy; 

yes, my love; 
And if we never meet on earth we'll meet in the city above. 

By W, J. H, Anderson, 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

THE DAWN. 

Throughout the dark and dismal night, 

Weighted down with care; and heart depressed — 

The inner chambers of my soul laid bare — 

My conscience called me to the right, 

The unkind word, the careless art ,the immoral thought; 

All these stood bare before my gaze 

And the dark night enhanced their shadowy forms — 

Till morning came, and welcome was — the dawn. 

Upon a bed of pain, nerve-racking pain; 

A friend lay suffering, while I watched alone 

Darkness without — darkness within — around 

While {mattering on the cottage roof — I heard — ^the rain. 

My patient tossed — and moaned— and cried; 

Yet m my human weakness I could work no cure — 

My heart poured forth in prayer all night through 

Till morning came, and welcome was — ^the dawn. 

— By D, Campbell MacLeod. 
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THE RIVER ROAD. 

Has touched with beauty God's dear hand, 
Garden spots in every land — 

Here tree-engirdled flow'ring bowl, 

With wistful beauty, grips the soul. 

Yon cloud wrapped mountain top will show. 

The splendor of the world below. 

Mayhap you feel the beauty more. 
Of breaking sea on rock-bound 'shore, 
Mayhap, where night with magic falls. 
The East allures — with longing calls — 

Or yet you choose to fare you forth. 
Where beauty sleeps — the frozen North 

At beauty, dear, our hearts have stilled. 
Again have madly, gladly thrilled. 
No one can know or see it all, 
We age — the leaves begin to fall! 

But, deiar, how sweet was yesterday, 
When twilight shadows o'er us lay. 
And we together homeward rode — 
Through calm of evening slowly rode — 
Homeward by the River Road! 

— By John B, Thaeher. 

^ ^ ^ 

MOTHER AND HOME. 

There's a vine covered cottage that I'm leaving far behind. 
It's the home of my childhood days. 

And my darling mother sits in her chair so sad and lonely 
Thinking of her boy that's gone to war. 

The President has called for men that's strong, brave and 

true. 
My mother taught me when a lad all those things, too. 
Honesty, upright, faithful and true — 
That makes a strong, brave, good man of you. 

Ill take this little book you gave me many years ago, 

That will give me courage as I read it slow. 

Ill take the song book, too, mother, and perhaps I can 

cheer 
Some poor dying soldier over there. 

Mother, I do hate to leave you, leave you all alone; 
But you'll watch and wait for me until the war is done. 
You will be proud of your dear boy forging to the front. 
To serve our own dear Fatherland — the country of our 
home. 

— By Clara DeFur, 
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NATURE'S WAY. 

Far off, o'er the lonely mountain, 
Rises the clear cold moon; , 

While down by the sparkling fountaiB 
Will come a deer — soon. 

It will drink of the cooling waters, 

It will guide its little one. 
From the way of all encounters. 

Till the rise of morning sun. 

When the misty, rosy dawn, 

Doth its presence make known^ 
The deer and her little fawn 

Shall gambol all alone. 

As they gambol to the fountain, 
Their eyes, in that rosy ray, 
Are as blue, as yonder mountain 
Which shall shelter them to-day. 

But ere the light of setting sun, 

Engoldens yon purple lake, 
The life of the little fawn — ^just begun, 

Shall end in yonder brake. 

For I hear the baying of the hounds. 

The winding of the horn, 
And all too soon, is Mother Deer, 

Her little one to mourn. 

At evening, all alone, so still, 
She stands by the crystal stream. 

And as the moon climbs o'er the hill, 
She drinks of the shimmering sheen. 

—By Vilas V. ForbUh. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

WILL YOU? 

If anyone ever loved me 

As it seems that I love you. 
The sun would be ever shining. 

The sky would be ever blue. 

For when I hear your voice, dear. 
When I see the smile in your eyes 

I know I am being carried, 
Straight into Paradise. 

But to woman it is given 

To paiently watch and to wait. 
And so I am doing my part. 

Will you see it before it's too late? 

—By C. Ruth CUw. 



88 POPULAR VERSE. 

HELP THEM STEM THE TIDE. 

In this fleeting life we're living, 
We should seek the sunny side: 

Always joy and comfort giving 
Helping others stem the tide. 

When upon life's fltful ocean 

They be tossed and thrown aside. 

Come, and with love's healing lotion 
Help them safely o'er the tide. 

When, like beasts, in vicious madness 
Troubles sweep the land so wide 

Bruise and All their hearts with sadness. 
Help them calmly stem the tide. 

When like flres, so steady burning, 
Sorrows in their hearts may hide. 

Joy to mis'ry sadly turning, 

Help them gladly stem the tide. 

When they know not of God's promise. 

Do not in His love abide. 
Tel Ithem of it and His goodness 

That will help them o'er the tide. 

Will you see them in their anguish 
And stand back in haughty pride. 

Till their saddened spirits languish, 
An dnot help them o'er the tide? 

Think ye — that this life, dear brother. 

With its harvest, O, so wide! 
Is then followed by another — 

After we have stemmed the tide. 

Knowing this, while here we're dwelling, 

Have you helped, 0, have you tried 
Things of love and Heaven telling 

To help others stem the tide? « 

— By Mrs, A. 0. Stephens. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

A MOTHER'S FAREWELL. 

God take my boy into the battle and guide him every step, 
And may he face the cannon without a faltering step. 
For He that rules the thunder will guide you safely 

through; 
So, my bov. look closely to Him, for He will guide you 

through. 

And if He calls you to Him, be not afraid to go. 
For lo. He said, ''I'm with you no matter where you g;o." 
And if you see some comrade who needs your loving care. 
Just point him to the Saviour, for He is waiting tnere. 

— By Mrs^Anna HaHman* 
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COAXING. 

Go ter sleep y jnir wooly-headed 

Li'le choc'late drop! 
Kase de birds is quit der singin' 

An' de frogs is quit der hop; 
Yonder conies dem Jack o' Lanterns, 

'Speshly lookin' fer to see 
Ef sech li'le coons ez you 

Is sleepin' like dey ought to be. 

What is I gwineter do wid you? 

Ain't I done rock ,en rock, en rock? 
Seem like you is prone ter evil — 

An' it done seben by'de clock! 
Humph-'m, boy! dey's switches growin'l 

Better shet dem lile eyes. 
An' quit dat axin' foolish questions — 

Makin' yuh Mammy tell sech lies! 

How does I know whar de clouds goes? 

How does I know what makes rain? 
You jes' shet dem eyes an listen 

What dem Jack o'Lantems' sayin'! 
Kase de Fairies, dey done tole me 

'Zactly what de San' Man say, — 
(I jes seen him 'roun' de conna: 

'Speck he's comin' on dis way.) 

When yuh wakes up in de mawnin'. 

Den I'll tell yah what he said — 
Shet you' li'le black eyes, honey, 

'N' drap dat li'le kinky haid! 
Mammy gwineter sing some ter 3nih 

'Bout Br'er 'Possum an' de Beah — 
('Sep I 'speck dat I won't hafter 

Kas de San Man beat me deah!) 

— By Margurite Warner-Littleton, 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

A CURE FOR THE BLUES. 

Some people say that winter's dreary, 

I don't think so, though; 
Those kind o' people make me weary 

Cause they don't like the snow. 

Now if we never had no snow. 

How could we snowball fight? 
Or how could we sleigh riding gol 

1 wouldn't think that would be right. 

So always look on the bright side 

Of every troublesome thing. 
The dark side always hide 

And see what it will bring. 

—By H. E. RiUy. 
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THE WORLD'S CHEER 

Sometimes I sing of sadness, 

Sometimes I sing of mirth, 
Most often it is gladness, 

To cheer this gloomy earth. 

Sometimes while singing my voice breaks 
When remembering a sadness gone by; ' 

Sometimes with my voice the earth shakes 
When I try to conquer a sigh. 

When the long ,lonely day draws to an enc^ 

I sing, even though very sad; 
And I try to make myself pretend 

I have forever been glad. 

Those stars that shine so bright! 
It turns my heart from the path of wron'* 
To the stars at night I turn my song — 
Banishing fear and fright. 

In the morning as the sun peeps through the trees. 

When the birds are glad and gay, 
As on the flowers I see the bees. 

My song cheers me on my way. 

Thus through ever^^ day, be it sad or gay, 
Though the world is in tears or smiles, 

Sing! You sing, too, to cheer the wa'' 
Spreading sunshine and happiness for miles. 

— By Laura Rinda^l, 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

HELP THOSE IN TROUBLE 

O, friend, when one you love so well, 

Has proved to be a fool; 
What doubtinp' *.nd misgiving. 

In your heart is apt to rule. 

*Tis then the time that you can prove 

Your worth by kindly deeds; 
Instead of actine haughtily. 

You should attend his needs. 

Perhaps, who knows, in future years, 

Reverses may betide you, 
And one who now is in disgrace, 

With help may be beside you? 

^By E. H. Fredd. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

THE UNFORTUNATE YOUTH. 

The shadows of night were hanging low, 
And on the glare of the half frozen snow 
^ The moon showed through misty skies, 

^ An unfortunate youth's upturned eyes — 

He was dead! he was dead! 
Stiff and huddled in the snow, 
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But where his soul had traveled to 
None of us shall know. 

His hands lay stiffly by his side, 

His eyes were opened very wide, 

But over those eyes lay a skim 

Which meant that he would never see again; 

He was dead! he was dead! 
Stiff and muddled in the snow. 
But where his soul had traveled to 
None of us shall know. 

In the mom he was found 

By his brave and faithful hound, 

Who dragged him willingly through snow and 

sleet • 

To their home on the village street. 

He is dead! he is dead! 
Deeply buried in the snow, 
But where his soul has traveled to 
None of us shall know. 

— By Felix La Courte. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

MY LOVE. 

I always have loved nature. 

Today she was my own. 
I wandered along, and on the water — 

I can see the silvery foam. 

The river seemed never so beautiful, 

Or the sky such a lovely blue. 
The spotless clouds seemed never so white. 

Or the river's course so true. 

The gurgle of the water, 

As it caressed the shore. 
Brought to my mind a lullaby. 

Mother crooned in days of yore. 

Nature brings us nearer 

To the wonderful God above. 
And makes the heart tender, and kind to all 

For she sends the gift of love. 

I always will love nature. 

True to her I'll be. 
For she taught the art of kindness 

In her beautiful lesson to me. 

— By A. Cecil 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

ARE YOU? 

Are you the kind of a mother 

To your girl you'd want her to be? 
To her when she grows to womanhood. 

And strikes out for herself, and is free? 
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Areyou the kind they are glad for 
When the whistles blow and they wait 

To hear the sound of your footsteps 
And your hand on the latch of your gate? 

Are you the kind of a mother 

They run to meet with a smile, 
With arms in a tender, loving embrace 

As they cling to you all the while? 
Are you the kind of a woman 

They can go to in their care, 
And know you will comfort and , tell them 

The right and the way and where? 

Are you the kind of a mother 

Whose absence is felt and known, 
Till the house seems hollow and empty, 

Like a place where the wind has blown? 
Are you the kind they look up to 

As a guide, a counselor, and friend, 
A comrade and boon companion 

In whatever pathway they wend? 

Are you the kind of a woman 

They can trust when others go wrong? 
With pride in your stainless nature, 

And cheer in your smile and song? 
Are yo uthe kind of a woman 

They can laugh with, and can play 
In spite of your age and wrinkles, 

And the locks that are turning gray? 

If you are — ^then vou'll remember, 

And you'll be o'lad — glad, 
That you are to them like the mother 

That was yours when you were a girl. 
And you'll know what it means to them. 

And you'll know what it means to you 
To have gathered their love in your heart so, 

And help them be proud of you! 

— By Le Roy Pemberton, 

♦ «8» ♦ 

YANKEE-DOODLE-DIXIE. 



Patriots, sing a glorious song. 
In accents loud, with voices strong. 
To thrill the hearts of U. S. Braves, 
On every shore the ocean laves. 

Hear! 'Tis Yankee-Doodle-Dixie. 

Soldiers fighting side by side, 
A navy great as the ocean wide; 
Braves from north, east, south and west, 
Made of hero stuff, the best. 

They are Yankee-Doodle-Dixie. 
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Who dread no submarine nor g^un, 
Who ne'er a danger fear or shun, 
Who dare to ^o^ and dare to fight, 
For Freedom's cause and nation's right. 
They are Yankee-Doodle-Dixies. 

Yell boys, as you march to battle; 
Drown cannons' roar and small gnuis' rattle; 
Show what America can do 
In cause so grand, with hearts so true. 
You are Yankee-Doodle-Dixie. 

Our fight is for a world-wide peace, 
For which Our Wilson will not cease 
To strive, till Liberty is won. 
For every nation 'neath the sun. 

Hurrah! for Yankee-Doodle-Dixie. 

By G. C. Loaney. 
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